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una Wild west at the flooded Jrenchcs
OR, SAVING A BELGIAN TOWN
BY AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPT ER !.-The P eaceful Belgian Town.

the '~agon. co:itain ing their campin g outfit an d
s, his piebald br::m cho hitched behind. The
The little town of Soree, not many miles from supplie
dashing young deadsho t certainl y made a pictur e
Namur, had escaped devasta tion at the hands of !lloun~e
d on his sorrel stallion Spitfire , and wear~
the German force5, though much has been printed mg
hi s regular Western costume ; while Ar ietta
about the :iestruct ion of Belgian cities, t owns and in
her combin ation riding and hunting garb'
villages . Sorce was a modest little place, pretti- mounte
d upon her cream-w hite broncho made ~
ly situated in a valley, and when Young Wild fitting
West\ the Champi on Deadsh ot, and his friends of the mate to him. The r est, with the ~xcepti on
who traveled with him in search of excitem ent • way, "h ~ athen Chinee, " were attired in the same
so it was no wonder that the natives "sat
and adventu re entered it on a clear, cool Noand t ook noti_ce." The firing of t he heavy guns
vember mornin g they could not but admire the up
of the two armies could be heard on both sides
beauty a nd simplic ity that seemed to reign. Wit h bu~
the little town in the valley semed to be safe'.
the wa1· raging all around it, the town was still W1ld
intact, though it must be said that many of t he to pullknew that the German s were endeavo ring
off a flank movement t hat would 'bring
inhabit ants had fled . Having been caught in the them
European war while exhibiti ng his great Wild fear. that way, but this did not c;au se him much
West show, the well-kn own boy hero had succeed- beginniHaving been in the war zone since the very
ed in getting passes from various military chiefs, to all itsng nf hostiliti es, he had become accusto med
terrors, and his one great desire now was
the great German Kaiser heading the list, and it to
help all he could, without divergi ng from his
Mis compar atively easy for him to travel about neutral
ity. It was the same with his two parton horseba ck with his friend s. The show was in ners and
the girls, while Hop was ready and willcamp near Berlin, German y, for Wild hoped the ing
for anythin g.
war would soon be over, so they might continu e
"What do you think of this place, Et?" the
all through Europe and come back to the United young
States bearing glory a s well as wealth. Those horses deadsho t asked, as they brough t their
to a halt before an old-fash ioned inn that
who are well acquain ted with the dashing young had clusters
deadsho t will quickly underst and why he was bent brown growin of vines that were now turning
g nearly over the entire front.
upon getting all he could out of the greates t of
"A pretty place, indeed, Wild," was the reply.
all the wars that was now raging. Advent ure was "One
would hardly think that war ·was raging
his hobby, and that wa s all there was to it. Strict- all m·ound
here. And yet we heard that B elgium
ly neutral , our friends aiding the Red Cross and had
been turned into one vast waste."
the pooi· unfortu nate non-com batants at every
"The German s certainl y cleaned up a big part
chance they got.
of it, I reckon. But this is one of the places that
l'he Preside nt of the United States had de- escaped
. How about stoppin g at this inn? It looks
clared the neutral ity of their own country , and
be quite a comfort able place."
they, being true Americ ans in every sense of the to "As
you please, Wild. I suppose it would be all
word, were abiding by it. With our
we1·e right, since there don't seem to be much of
the
-Tits golden-haired sweethea1·t, Arietta hero
Murdoc k; military here."
Cheyen ne Charlie and his wife, Anna; Jim Dart
Probab
ly
a
score
of
men,
women
and children
and Eloise Gardne r, his sweethe art, and Hop quickly gathere
d• as the party dismoun ted. The
Wah, the clever Chinee. They had left the other pictures
que
costume
s
of
the
party
and the thormembe rs and employe es of the show in camp, and oughbre d
after making the rounds of the war zone pretty who was horses, not to speak of the Chinam an
clad
in
the
garb
of
the
Orient, no doubt
well, found themsel ves enterin g the little Belgian attracte
d them, and they talked excitedl y in low
town not far from Namur . With the same horses tones,
not
one
venturi
ng
to
address our friends .
they ha<l used in the Wild West of their own During the
few months he had been in E urope
country , and which they used when perform ing in Wild
had
mastere
d
German
pretty well, and could
the big show, they rode into the village, Hop Wah get along
fairly well with the French tongue. But
bringin g u p the rear, driving the team that drew he
was in Belgium now, and one look at t he peo-
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ple assembled was quite enough to convince him ed, reflectively, "even if all the soldiers
get
that they were real natives of that part of the killed them what's left an' the women don't
an' chilcountry. · However, he decided to try it in French, dren what ain't got no one to support 'em
won't
so speaking in that language, he nodded to a man have money enough to buy tickets
a show. I
who seemed t o be connected with the inn, even sorter reckon we ain't goin' to do for
a
pile of busiii he was not the landlord himself, and said:
ness, not in this here part of Europe."
"We are a par ty of Americans, my friend, and
"Never mind, Charlie," Wild said, smilingly.
we would like to stop at your place for a day or "vVe are here, and we are going to make .the best
two."
of it. Things are progressing very nicely, anyThe words were understood, and the man quick- how. I r eckon we can stand it till spring, and if
ly replied:
the war isn't over by that time we"ll just pack
.
"You may stop here and you will be f'erved as up and go back home, or perhaps we may take a
well as the circumstances will permit. But I can- ship from England and go to Australia."
not guarantee that my inn will be open very long.
"That would be all right, I s'pose. I'm j est
You know about the war, I suppose?"
hopin' that everything is goin' to turn out all
"Oh yes we all know about the war," the right."
.
young' de.adshot answered, _in his. cool and ':asy
It was found that there were no other guests
way. "But there is no fightmg gomg on here JUSt at the inn, so it was easy for our friends to be
now, so I reckon it will be all right."
accommodate d. Having had considerable expeOthers in the small crowd that had ·assembled rience with foreigners in this particular sort of
evidently understood the conversation, for there busines3, Wild was careful to learn what the
was considerable of a hubbub among them, and charges would be. But the innkeeper proved to
as if feeling reassured, they gathered a little be quite reasonable, so the young deadshot paid
closer tc• the group. Wild dismounted, and then him two days' board in advance, a s well as the
assii:;ted his sweetheart to do likewise, the rest extra charges for the horses. The man's name
following the example set for them.
was Merseman, a s he took pains to tell them,
"Hop," the young deadsho~ called ~)It,. a s he though Cheyenne Charlie declared that he would
waved his hand to the Chmaman, sfrive on never ba able to pronounce such a foreign name.
around the building. You will probably find s om~·
"What's your first name?" he asked, in as good
thin.,. in the wa y of a stable there. If there is French as he could master.
any °';;ort of a shed that's suitable for the purpose,
"Julian. I was a Belgian soldier, but they do
not want me now, because I am past the age and
put the wagon in it."
"Allee light, Misler Wild," came the cheerful .am lame. Wait, I will show you."
Then he hastened to a closet and quickly came
reply, and then the clever Chin~e started hi~ t~am
and quickly drove around the side of the bu1ldmg. out with a heavy gun that was somewhat behind
He was followed by a squatty old man who was the times, and promptly proceeded to show them
very fat, and was attired in anY:thin11; but 3: neat what he knew about the infantry drill.
"Good!" cried Wild, clapping his hands when
and e:xpensive manner. Our friends took it for
granted that he was an employee at the inn, so the man was through. "You ce1·tainly are a solthey accepted the invitation o~ the l'.1ndlo1:d .a nd dier, I am sure."
"My boy is fighting for his country," was the
entered a plain but neatly furnished httle s1ttmgroom, which had a very low ceiling. As it was i;in proud reply, and then he carefully rubbed off the
old-fashioned house, and had evidently been built old gun and put it away.
After refreshinl!' themselves with some fres'
for many years, there was nothing strange in this.
The landlOrd called his wife, who was a buxom milk and cake. which the landlady insisted upon
woman of middle age. She proved to be some- them having, the girls retired to the rooms that
what of a scholar, for she could converse flu ently had been assigned to them, while Wild and his
in both French and German. She was somewhat partners went out to the wagon, so they might
inquisitive too, and in less than five minutes she get the suit-cases and traveling bags that containknew wor~ about the young deadshot and his ed the clothing they carried with them. They
friends than the average person would have found Hop still there. He was busy talking to the
learned in an hour. But they were quite willing fat little Belgian, or trying to talk, rather, for
to let it be kn own who and what they were. The neither could understand a word the other said.
mistress of the inn seemed very proud indeed to So much occupied were they that they failed to
meet such distinguished people, as she took pains notice the approach of the young deadshot and
his partners until they were within a f ew feet of
to call them. She even went to another part of
the house and returned with a big J.ithograph them. Then Hop was seen to suddenly grab a
which was one of the advertisemen ts of the Wild bottle, which was upon a bench between the two,
and slip it under his Chinese coat, or blouse, as it
West show.
"This cam e from my son who is at the front," might be called.
"Tanglefoot, Wild," Charlie said, a grin on his
she said. "He wrote a long letter about the wonderful show, telling us what he had learned from face. "The heathen has been treatin' the foreign., ,..
er, I reckon."
a soldier who ha d been to see it."
"I don't know how it is that he manages to
"Our fame has spr ead ail over Europe, ·wild," ca1Ty so much
about with him," was the
Arietta said, turning to her young lover laugh- reply. "But it'sliquo1·
one sure thing, we can't break
ingly.
him of the habit, so a s long as he behaves himself
"I reckon so, Et," was the r eply. "But that's we'll have to let him
go ahead."
all rigM. Just wait till this war stops. We will
"Hello. Misler Wild. Hello, Misler Charlie.
certainly do a rushing business, I am sure."
Hello, Misler Jim," the clever Chinee called out,
"If there's anybody left to come an' see the just as if he
them for the first time. "Very
show we will," Cheyenne Charlie put in, with a nicee morning,saw
so be. Me talkee to urn lillee fat
shrug of the shoulders. "Another thing," he add- man. He velly muchee
nicee.'"
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"Have the ho1·ses been looked after?" Wild asked, as he tul'ned to the stable, which was directly
on the right.
"Yes, Misler Wild; evelythling allee light. Um
lillee fat man helpee me and we puttee um hors·es
away, so be. Um wagon in um barn. You wantee
go to um wagon, maybe?"
"That's just what we want to do."
"Me knowee lat, so me no lockee um door. Me
gottee key."
He held up the key to show that he was telling
the truth. The double doors of the barn were
right near the bench upon which the two had been
sitting, so Wild quickly opened one of them and
found the wagon duly installed there. Jim quickiy got into it, and handed out the belongings he
wished to take to the house, and when this was
done and they came outside with them, Wild told
Hop to lock the door, which he promptly did.
"I'll take the key, Hop," the boy said, a twinkle
in his eyes, for he knew it was more than likely
that there was something in the barn that the
Chinaman would want to get before very long.
"'· "Allee light, Misler Wild. You takee um key.
Me no wantee."
But the expression on his face as he spoke the
words told plainly that he was not altogether
spealdnl!,' the truth.
"I reckon you have got enough whisky in that
bottle you put under your blouse a little while
ago, heathen," the scout remarked, grinningly.
"Been treatin' that little feller, I s'pose. How
does he like tanglefoot?"
"Velly muchee, Misler Charlie," and Hop laugh·ed lightly. "You velly smartee Melican man, so
be. You knowee evelythling. Me havee lillee tanglefoot, and me givee um nicee lillee fat man allee
samee dlinkee. Me just go to give him velly niece
cigar when you comee."
"Was you goin' to blow him up?"
"Lat light, Misler Charlie. Allee samee bang
velly muchee quickee."
·,,.. "Go ahead an' give it to him now. I want to
l see how he'll act when the cigar explodes."
"Allee light, Misler Charlie," and Hop quickly
felt in one of his pockets and produced a couple
of ciga1·s.
. He lighted one as Wild and Jim picked up the
suit-cases and started for the house. Meanwhile
the Belgian was looking on as if undecided whet}\er to remain or go away from the spot. Charlie
sat down, for he was willing to wait to see the
fun. Hop puffed away at his cigar for a minute
or two, and then nodding to the little man, he
said:
·'You likee smokee, so be?"
As he held out the cigar the man understood
what he said, and though somewhat surprised, he
Quickly nbdded in the affirmative. Hop tossed him
the cigar, which he caught quite cleverly, and
then strikin~ a match, stepped over, holding it so
he might get a light. P\lff-puff. The Belgian
sucked away at the end of the cigar, and soon had
it going nicely.
"Now len, Misler Charlie, you watchee," the
clever heathen said, as he went back to the bench
and .;;at down.
Charlie took a seat beside him, while the Belgian, very proud at having receivEld the cigar,
leaned against the barn door and smoked away as
if he thoroughly enjoyed it. When probably half
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an inch of the cigar had been burned there was
a sharp, sizzing sound, and then-Bang! The cigar exploded with a report very
much like that of the average firecracker. The
poor Belgian, unaccustomed to such things as that
p;ave a cry of alarm and attempted to run from
the spot. But he stumbled over the pair of wagon
shafts that were leaning against the barn, and
went sprawling upon the ground.
. "Hip hi! Whattee mattee ?" Hop cried, appearmg to be much excited.
He rnn to him and quicldy assisted his victim
to his feet, while the scout, who thoroughly enjoyed the practical joking of the heathen, held his
hands to his sides and laughed heartily.
"Hop," he said, as he got his breath, "that trick
is about as old as any one I've ever heard of. I
s'pose they started puttin' powder in ciga1·s when
they first begun to make 'em. But say, no matter
how old is it, it always seems blamed new every
time it's done. Now that little feller never seen
sich a thing, it ain't likely, so you kin jest imagine
how he feels about it. The blamed cigar blew all
to pieces. See! He's lookin' around for it."
Sure enough, the little fat man was looking
down on the ground in a bewildered sort of way.
Here and there a piece of smoking tobacco could
be seen, but that was all that was left of the
cigar. Evidently he had not been harmed one
bit, though neither Hop nor Charlie would have
thought it anything out of the way if his grizzly
mustache had been singed a little. For fully two
or th1·ee minutes the victim of the joke remained
puzzled. Then gradually his face began to light
up, and catcbing Charlie laughing just then, he
suddenly turned upon tl1e Chinaman and began to
berate him in his own language.
"Whattee mattee?" the Chinaman asked, affecting great surprise. "You allee sam~e gittee clazy,
so be."
·
But the words had no effect at all, and becoming 'bolder, the Belgian suddenly seized the cigar
Hop had in his mouth and then darted away as
fast as his short legs could carry him.
"There heathen!" the scout exclaimed, as he
turned to pick up the suit-case and gTip he intended to carry to the house, "I sorter reckon he's got
square with you. Anyhow, he thinks so. He's
laughin'. too, :n,ew, an' blamed if he ain't got the
cigar in his mouth!"
"Nevee mindee, Misler Charlie. He velly funny
lillee fat >nan, so be. He be my fliend pletty
soonee."
"If he gits on friendly te1·ms with you he's a
fool, that's all I kin say," and so saying the scout
hunied to the house.
·
The report made by the exploding cigar had attracted the attention of the crowd that was assembled before the inn. But no one had ventured
to come very close to the spot where it occurred.
However, the driYewny, which was not over wide,
was pretty well blocked when the scout got there
with the Chinaman following him.
"I i·eckon they want to know what's the matter,
Hop," Charlie said, grinning broadly as he nodded
to the Chinaman. "Jest tell 'em."
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie. You tellee
allee 'boutee. Ley n') undelstandee me."
The natives quickly got out of the way and
stared at the two as they passed on around to
the front of the buildin11; and entered the sittingroom. It happened that the landlord's wife had
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playing it for their especial benefit. But the crash
staxtled them as it did the young deadshot and
his partners, and dow:nstairs th~y all went as fast
as they could get there. Meanwhile Hop ha_d slippei out of the house, leaving the boss and his wife
wringing their hands and talking excitedly in
their own lang1;1age over what had happened. The
two were just lifting the organ to an upright
position as Arietta came in, followed by the rest.
Then for the next five minutes Merseman and his
wife tried to explain, but with little success, since
they forgot to speak in French or German. Cheyenne Charlie kept laughing almost continually,
and it was as much as the rest could do to keep
from joining- in. Finally Wild took the woman by
the arm and said :
"Please explain what it is all about."
"The Chinee," she answered, quickly. "He upset our great musical instrument.
"All right. If there is any damage done you
shall be paid for it, and you can bet he will be
punished if he did it purposely."
"He was playing too fast," she cried, wringing
her hands. "My poor organ will play no more, "'
for it is broken."
"\Vait and see if it is broken."
Then Wild step)><ld over and started turning
the crank. The music sounded all right, and when
he became satisfied there was really nothing broken. he nodded to her and said:
"I reckon the old machine is all rig·ht. We'll
just put it back in place for you. Now we'll go
and look for the Chinaman."
At that moment Hop, who had been listening
outsi<le, walked boldly into the room.
"Whattee mattee, Misler Wild?" he asked, affecting great innocence.
"You'll find out what's the matter very quickly," was the reply. "What did you want to upset
that old org·an for?"
"Me no helpee, Misler Wild. Me wantee play
velly fastee music, so be, and um organ allee
samee startee to dance. Velly stlange. Pletty
soonee bang! um organ fallee down."
CHAPTER II.-The Germans Advance Upon
But the young deadshot would not let it go at
Namur.
.
th rt
"If there is anything wrong ·with it you can bet
The Belgian innkeeper and his wife could not
'lave been more startled if the house had been you'll have to pay well for it," he said, shaking
mddenly attacked by a troop of German soldiers. a finger warningly at the heathen. "It's all right
EVidently the old musical instrument was greatly fo~· you to have a little fun now and then, but
:prized by them, and to see it lying upon the floor when it comes to destroying furniture and the
.apparently ruined was quite enough to bring di's- like, you had better draw a line. Now then, I am
may to them. Young Wild West and his friends going to let the boss and his wife look the organ
apstairs couid not help hearing the racket. But over, and if they claim that there is anything bl'othey thought nothing very strange of it until the ken upon it you will pay them whatever they
think the damag·c is."
ttash that ended the music came to thefr ears.
"Lat allce light, Misler Wild. Me gottee plenty
!'Gl'eat gimlets!" Cheyenne Charlie exclaimed,
turning to Wild and Jim excitedly. "What in money, so be. Me pay velly muchee quickee."
Then, as if he thought it was the easiest way
tiJ.under is the matter downstairs? That blamed
,old rattle-box of an organ was goin' like lightnin' to get out of the scrape, Hop drew a handful of
.an' all of a sudden it goes -an' busts. The heathen, gold coins from one of his pockets, and held them
before the faces of the Belgian and his wife. At
r.U bet."
"You have not that just about right, Charlie," the sight of so much gold their eyes opened wide,
the young deadshot answered, as he started from but whe-n Hop deliberately picked out two English sovereigns and handed each one of them, they
lhe room.
The girls were just descending the stairs, for were more surprised than ever.
"Evelythling- allee light," he said, bowing and
11ley, too, were an.xious to ~now what !1ad hap- '
smiling·. "Me no wantee bleak um organ, so 1l~·
~ned. They had been laughmg and talkmg about
!!he music, for the innkeeper's wife had shown Mc velly smartee Chinee."
Evidently they were more than satisfied with
!them the old organ before they went up to their
the recompense they had received for the upset"l'llOmS and they took it for granted that sh,, was

.s tarted up an old-fashioned organ just before the
mgar exploded, so no one in the house had heard
the report. Wild and Jim of course knew what
was likely to happen, but such things were old to
fll1em, and they had come on to the house. The
:rest were in the upper part of the building now,
:so Charlie went on into the hallway and upstairs
to his room, leaYing Hop in the sitting-room. The
lJandlady, evidently thinking it would be a great
J>leasure to hear the music, was still grinding
,a.way at the 0rgan. She saw the scout and Hop
renter, but when Charlie went on upstairs she did
11ot think it proper to stop the music yet. Hop
locked her ove1· carefully, and then taking off his
Ii.at. 1or bowed politely.
·i v nicee day, so be," he observed, in a loud,
.,,
squea" y voice.
Probably she thought he was complimenting her
.f or the beautiful music the organ was emitting,
for she turncdi a little faster. Such an ancient
musical instrument seemed to be a sort of joke
to the clever Chinee. and after listening- for a mo-.ient he stepped uri to her and gently pulled her
.land from the handle.
"Velly nicee music," he said, again bowing.
"Oui, m'sieur," she answered politely.
"''Lat allee samee Flench. Me knowee lat. Polly
]'OU frogee leggee?"
At this the woman broke into a fit of laughter,
:&nd not knowing what else to do, Hop seized the
landle of the organ and began turning it violently. So fast did he keep it up that the instrument
lliegan to tremble and sway. The proprietor came
-rushing in, showing great astonishment. There
:s.tood his wife in the center of the room holding
•P her hands in amazement, while the Chinaman
'Illas doing his best to make the old organ leap
from the floor.
"Hip hi!" he shouted. "Allee samee gleat mu:sic."
Then ·he gave a quicker turn than usual, and
1Dve1· went the machine with a crash the mu:'lic
<reasing instantly.
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ting of the old instrument. Wild had already convinced them that it was still in about a s good order as it was before the thing happened, and now
with a !>OV·~reign apiece they could well afford to
·'
let the matter drop. Tl1e woman thanked Hop,
and then turning to Arietta, explained that she
was grateful for the Chinaman's gift, and that
she hoped that he would not be puni shed. The
inn-keepel', too, expressed him self that way, so
the result was that Hop got off very easily. It
mattered little to him that he was forced to pay
so much money to settle for the little fun. Being
an expert card sharp, he very often came upon
those he could win money from, so the result was
that it was seldom indeed that he had less than a
thousand dollars upon his person. However, since
his sojourn in Europe he had made little headway in ihe gambling line, though on a few occasions he had enjoyed himself as well as adding ·to
hb wealth. As the inn-keeper started from the
room, looking at the coin he had r eceived, Hop
stepped beside him, and placing his hand upon hi s
arm, said:
"Maybe we havee Jillee dlink, so be."
He was not understood, so Charlie thought he
had better help him out.
"Vlhat's tanglefoo~ in French, gal?" he a sked
Anna.
"I imagine there is no such word in the French
language," she replied, laughingly.
"Well, that's what Hop wants."
"Ask for liquor, then, or brandy. You ought
to know what that means."
"I reckon I do. I picked up all sich words as
them ."
Then the scout turned to the puzzled inn-keeper,
who was doing his best to understand what the
Chinaman was saying, arid in rather poor French,
- said:
·"He wants brandy. Something to drink."
"Ah!"
W I:
The face of Merseman became illumined with a
. smile instantly. Then he turned and invited them
all to have something at his-expense. But it happened that Charlie · and Hop were the only ones
. who ever touched anything in the way of strong
drink, and when they wer€ so informed the Belgum and his wife were not a little surprised. It
se~med that almost every one in that part of the
. country. drank light wines at least. But tourists
from .fm:eign countries had been in the habit of
paising thraugh that section, and the result was
that there was quite a stock of all so1·ts of soft
drinks in the Belgian's larder. He insisted upon
treating them, so a few minutes later all hands
were supplied with what they ordered. Cheyenne
Charlie and Hop each took something strong, and
when they both assured Merseman that it was
, very good, he winked at them, and then after excusing himself to the rest of the company, motioned the two to follow him.
"'Ve'Jl be back in a minute," the scout said, a
twinkle in his eyes. "Most likely he's goin' to
show us the stock he's got on hand."
This was exactly what the man wanted to do.
They were led across the. hallway into another
room, which was fitted up with a few tables and
chairs, with all sorts of curious pictures hanging
from the walls. This was no doubt the room that
was occupied by the natives of the village who
came there to talk over the news and spin yarns.

But directly back of this was another room, amlt
as he unlocked the door, Merseman said:
"Come right in."
"Evelythling allee light," Hop answered, nod- cling his head. "We comee in, so be."
He followed him inside and found the room t"O>
contain as manv as half a dozen barrels, each of
which had a tap in it, while upon shelves that ram
aimost to the ceiling were bottles and jugs of am
sorts. Thi::: was the tap-room, a s it might be
ca lled, though few if :my were permitted to enter
it. Ju 5t what the Belgian might. have done to thetwo cannot be said. He wanted them to taste ev-·
erything he had. Hop might have been willing.
but Charlie was not. He always made it a point
n ever to go too far in that particular direction.
"See here, heathen," he said, as Hop accepteil
the invitation to take a third drink. "I reckon yo11
had better cut this out. The first thin_g- you know
you'll be gloriously drunk, an' then you'll make us
·
all feel ashamed of you."
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie. Me no gitteedlunk, so be. Me velly smartee Chinee."
But Charlfo Was bound to have it his way. After assuring the inn-keeper that they cared foz
nothing more, he pulled the Chinaman from theroorn.
"Now then, you kin go outside an' make friends.
wi<:h the hostler, if you want to," he said. "Yow
have got whisky hid around somewhere, anyhow~
But if you take my advice you won't touch any
more for a while. It will soon be dinner-time.".
"Yes, Misler Charlie. Me gittee hungly now~
so be 'Vherc me sleepee to-night?"
"By jingo! I never thought of that. They didn't
show you to no room, di<l they?"
"No, Misler Charlie. Ley allee samee forgitt~
'boutee poor Chinee."
"I reckon I'll go an' see about it."
The scout tu.:-ned back and found the proprietor
sitting in the room where the chairs and table1
were. It happened that a native came in at that
moment for the purpose of getting something tci.
drink. But he quickly bowed and stepped back
when he saw the scout.
"Say, boss," Charlie said in his best French.,
"how about the Chinee? Where is he to sleep to.
night?"
"Oh! We have a small room directly at the hea.&
of the stairs for him."
"Kin he go up there now?"
"Yes."
Then hiclding the cuf'tomer to wait a momen1.
Merseman conducted the two to the room at the,
head of the stairs.
"There you are, Hop,'' Charlie said, as he,
pushed the Chinaman in. "It ain't much of a
room, but I reckon the bed is good an' soft."
"Allef' light, Misler Charlie. Me velly muchee
,
satisfy, so be."
A s the scout went downstairs he was just in.
time to hear excited voices in the customers' room.
of the inn.
Opening the door, he saw about a dozen rnellf
all of them gesticulating and talking at onet,,
while the inn-keeper stood before them aghast.
"What's the matter, boss?" Charlie demandef,
stepping over and taking Merseman by the am..
"The Germans are advancing upon the town,.•
was the quick reply. "We shall all be killed er
made prisoners."
"Thunder!'"
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The scout was certainly surprised.
But without waiting to hear anything further,
lie hurried back to where his friends were trying
to take things comfortably, and quickly informed
them of what he had heard.
"Well, boys," the young deadshot said, in his
cool and easy way, as he nodded to Jim and the
scout, "this may be a false report. We have an
hour yet before dinner will be ready, so I reckon
we may as well take a ride around and find out
something about it. Come on."
"You had better be a little careful, Wild," Arietta advised, when she saw that he was going to
leave the house.
"That's all right, little girl. I reckon 'we'll be
careful enough. If we happen to run upon any
of the Germans, it won't take us long to make
them understand who we are. I have the Kaiser's
royal document, you know, as well as several
others."
"Oh, of course. I am not fearing any on that
score. But you might be fired on through mistake, if you should happen to appear suddenly
before the soldiers."
But the boy only laughed at this, and leaving
the house, followed by Charlie and Jim, who were
really anxious to go out for a horseback ride, he
soon reached the stable.
Hop was there, and so was the little fat man,
and apparently they were upon the best of terms.
It did not take the three Ion~ to saddle their
horses, and as they were mounting to ride away,
Hop called out:
"Where you go, Misler Wild?"
"Never you mind, heathen," was the reply. "You
.
stay here. We'll be back by dinner-time."
Our friends knew that the French and English
were welJ intrenched in a long· line about three
miles above the town, where the ground was -much
higher.
If the Germans were really advancing it might
be that they would pass directly through the town.
This would of course mean that more or less
devastation would occur.
Certainly the terrified residents who still remained there would have to flee, for the tales that
had been told t1;> them by others made them fear
_
the Kaiser's forces greatly.
Wild had a fine pair of field-glasses with him,
so it occurred to hlm that if they could get to some
high spot they might have a chance to" take a
good view of the surrounding country and find out
just what was gojng on.
"We'll ride for that hlgh peak over there, boys,"
he said, as they went on out into the street. "It
isn't more than a mile and a half away, and once
we get there I'm sure we'll have a good view."
"Right you are, Wild," the scout answered, so
away they rode, whlle the excited townspeople
who had gathered before the inn looked at them
in wonder.
Turning to the left, they came upon a road
which ran straight to the foot of foti long slope.
On the right was a good-sized stream, really a
tributary of the Meuse which flowed parallel with
the canal whlch was so many miles in length.
Directly west of Soree, at a distance of about
ten miles, the main body of the allied forces were
gathored..

They were on the opposite side of the canal, and
as has been said, were strongly intrenched there.
Up toward Namur and all along to the east the
,,,..
Germans were located.
This meant that if they were really advancing
they must come directly through the town.
Wild spoke of this to his partners as they
slackened the pace of their horses and rode up out
of the valley.
They continued on for just about a mile and a
half, and then found themselves upon quite a high
elevation.
As they brought their horses to a halt and proceeded to look around they could see off to the
south that the report was true.
The Germans were advancing in large numbers,
and directly upon the town, it seemed.
But when the young deadshot took a look with
his powerful field glasses he saw another body
advancing from the south east.
This was fully fifteen miles distant, and the boy
could see the river and canal, with the English and'...French troops solidly intrenched, for a distance
of five or six miles.
After taking a good look he permitted his partners to use the glasses, and when they had done
so he nodded and said:
"Well, boys. it looks to me as if they are trying
to execute a flank movement. They want to catch
the Allies from behind on the east, while the main
body of the Kaiser's army is advancing from the
south. Come to thlnk of it, I hardly believe they
will advance up here. We'll take the chances on it,
any•how, and after dinner we'll ride over toward
Namur and see what happens .. "
Charlie and Jim were perfectly satisfied to this,
so after remaining there for probably half an
hour, during which they could see tliat the Allies
were making preparations for the expected attack, they rode on down into the village again.
,
All was excitement there now.
Teams were leaving with wagons that were
loaded down with the effects of the residents.
At the inn Merseman and his wife were almost
distracted, for they feared that their business as
well as their home would soon be broken up.
"Take it easy," WHd told them, in his cool and
easy way. "I hardly think there will be any
trouble for a whlle. You can bet that the Germans
will not come nearer than five miles to thls place.
Their objective point is the canal there where the
Allies are waiting in such a large force."
Somehow they seemed to listen to hlm more
than they would to any one else, and it was not
long before he had calmed them sufficiently to
enable them to go ahead and prepare the noonday
meal.
It was rather late when dinner was served, but
it was a pretty good one, and our friends certainly ,
did justice to it.
Shortly after they left the table heavy cannonading was heard to the west.
"Somethln' doin', Wild, I reckon," the scout
said, shrugging his shoulders. "They've opened up
with them guns they tote along with automobiles."
"I reckon you're right, Charlie. Suppose we
ride over that way and have a look at the fighting ?"
"Nothin' would suit me better."
"And I feel the same way," Jim added.
So in spite of the protestations pf the girls, th9
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three again got their horses and started to ride
over toward Namur.
They were not yet out of the town limits when
a regiment of Belgian soldiers appeared over the
~A crest of a hill, marching to aid the defense of the
French and English.
"Come on, boys. Let's get away fro~ here," the
young deadshot said, as he started h :s horse at
a gallop. "I reckon they might want to stop u s."
The words were scarcely out of his mouth when
half a dozen shots were fired from the advancing
infantry, the bullets goin.g over theii· head s, .
'l'here was no alternative but to halt, so this
they quickly did.
CHAPTER UL-Our Friends Assist a Soldier in
His Love Affair
Wild expected they would have trouble when
thev met the Belgian soldiers, but he relied upon
the. letters and papers he had from the English
and French generals to pass them along.
As they brought their horses to a halt and
turned and faced the advancing regiment, the
firing ceased instantly.
But it was evident that there had been no intePtion to harm them .
The shots were fired simply to halt them.
No doubt the Belgians were amazed to see
three strangers in Wilr! West cos.1·mes, and they
might easily have mistaken them for spies in
disguise.
.
The colonel in charge of the regiment l·ode up
with his aides, and then the large body of men
were orde1·ed to the right, so they might pass on
without causing our three friends to move from
where they halted.
"How a1·e you, general?" Wild called out, in
his cool and easy way, as he gave the military
salut2. "Sorry to put you to any trouble, but I
~uppose you r!on't know who we are."
He spoke in French, and was quickly understood.
But the general seemed to be too dignified to
hold a conversation with the strangers himself.
He detailed this to one of his aides, who stepped
fonvard rather stiffly and then said in English:
"You are Americans."
"You have got that dead right. my friend,"
Wild answered, glad that he now was certain of
making himself understood. "We are from the big
Wild West Show that startled to tour Europe but
got stopped on account of the war. I reckon
everything is all l'ight, as we are strictly neutral.
We are :::topping at the inn in the town here, and
are just looking around to see how things are going. I have some papers h ere that will no doubt
convince you that we are all right."
"Produce the papers at once," was the reply.
"Oh, I'll do that all right. Take it easy, my
friend."
The aide frowned at this.
Wild was not long in showing him two papers,
one of them bearing the signature of the general
who was in command at Liege, and the other a
passport for himself and friend ~ signed by the
military secretary of France.
He rlid not deem it advisable to show the Ger;man documents he had, since he was now in the
territories that were being held by the Allies.
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When the man scanned the papers over he
looked sharply at the young deadshot and his
partners, and then became more pleasant.
"You will wait a minute," he said.
The general in command was then permitted
to read the papers, and when he had done so he
looked thoughtful for a moment, and then spoke
something in his own tongue to the aide, who
quickly returned Wild the papers.
"You are advised to keep wEll back from the
points where oul' mllitary is operating," he said.
"Thank you. I reckon we won't interefere with
tl_1e fighting. Ce~·tainly we can take no part in it,
smce we are strictly neutral. We are Americans,
you know."
"Yes, you are Americans, and you shall be
respected as such. But it is the general's advice,
I am telling you."
"All right, we'll keep back out of the way,
then," and so saying the boy turned his horse
.tnd moved over to the road~ide, Charlie and Jim
promptly following him.
Then a!:' he rode along the general saluted
rather stiffly.
"That's all right," Wild called out. "I wish
you luck. You have got a right to fight for your
country, so go ahead. Anyhow, Belgium was
forced into the war, so they say."
No attention was pa'd to the remarks, and
spurring his horse, the general galloped along
toward the head of the line.
There was no need to hurry now, so waiting for
about ten minutes, until the regiment had got
well ahead of them, our friends started along the
road again.
They did not have to go very far before they
came to a cross-road, and ,5eeiI11" that it would
15"ive them a chance to get ahead ;;f the advancing
~nfantry, they turned to the left and went gallopmg away.
'
They now found themselves in a farming district, and seeing a cow-path running across a fielQ
that was several acres in extent, with a modest
farm-house and outbuildings located near an
orchard, they decided to take a still further shortcut.
There was a bars there that was supposed to
be let down for the cattle to get in and out of
the field.
But young Wild West and his partners did not
stop for such things as that.
Having a fairly goocl start, Wild gave the word
for Charlie ancl Jim to follow him, aru:l then urged
the sorrel station forward at a gallop.
"Over you go, Spitfire," he said, as they
reached the bars, and the noble animal arose with
the greatest of ease and cleared it.
Charlie and Jim were just as successful, and
thEcn coming down to a slower pace, they proceeded along across the field, following the cattle
path.
There was no one to be seen anywhere upon the
farm, and it was not until they were very close
to the house that they came in sight of a human
being.
The one they saw gave them a little surprise
since it was a Belgian soldier ,and by the way h~
acted he was afraid of being discovered.
"Wild," said the scout, as he rode up close to
the young deadshot, "that feller has sneal •~d away
from them so!diers, an' you kin bet on it."
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"It looks that way, Charlie. But it is none of
our affairs."
"Of course not. But he's seen us cornin', an' he
acts as if he's afraid. Maybe we had better talk
to him."
"Oh, we'll do that all right, Charlie."
The soldier had paused under a tree that was
only a few yards from the farm-house, and he
stood there waiting for the three to ride up.
"Hello, my friend," Wild said, a s he came up
and brought his horse to a halt. "What seems to
be the trouble?"
He spoke in French, which was readily understood by the man, who quickly answered:
"You will not arrest me, please."
"I reckon we are not in that sort of business
just now," and the young deadshot laughed lightly. "Bnt what are you doing here?"
"You are Americans," the soldier ventured,
rather timidly.
"Yes, and strictly neutral. You needn't fear
that we will do you any harm. Now tell us what
you are doing here."
"I came to see mv sweetheart, so I might bid
her good-by, perhaps forever."
"Oh, I see. Your sweetheart lives in this house,
then?"
"Yes," and the soldier became more at eas<:.
"All right, take my advice and see her as quickly as possible and get back to your regiment."
The soldier's face lighted up with joy.
"Thank you," he said.
Then he hurried around to the rear of the house.
He had just about time to get inside when the
clatter of hoofs sounded along the road which ran
close to the house, and looking in that direction,
Wild and his partners saw four Belgian cavalrymen riding swiftly to the spot.
"What in thunder are they comin' here for, I
wonder ?1 ' Cheyenne Charlie spoke up, as he
looked keenly at the approaching horsemen.
"Looking for the soldier who just went into the
house, I imagine," Jim Dart answered.
"I reckon you're about ri,ght, Jim," the young
deadshot declared. "The soldier undoubtedly
broke the rules by leaving his regiment to come
and bid farewell to his sweetheart. It rather
strikes me that we won't be breaking our neutrality if we help him out a bit."
"That's it, Wild," and the scout nodded his approval. "You do the talkin'."
The three had not dismounted, and were still at
a halt very close to the house among the trees.
But they knew pretty well that the cavalrymen
must have seen them, so they remained right
where they were.
Up came the four mounted men,_.acting as if
they were very anxious about something.
"Hello, strangers!" Wild called out, in his cool
and easy way, as they brought their horses to a
halt.
He spoke in his native tongue, and much to his
sumrise one of them promptly answered:
'Hello, Young Wild West!"
"I took you to be a native of this country,"
Wild said, as he rode up a little closer so he might
have a chance to look him over well.
"So I am, but I am an American citizen just the
same."
"That's pleasing to hear. How comes it that
you kn<>w me ?'"

"From th e pictures I have seen and what I
h a ve r ead of you. It is rather surprising to find
you here, though."
"Oh, I don't know about that. We are liable to
turn up anywhere isn't that right, boys ?"
"You k in bet your life it is, Wild," the scout
answered, while Jim gave an affirmative nod.
"I suppose you saw us here among the trees
and thought you had better ride down and investigate, is that it?" Wild ventured, after a pause
"We saw you, but that isn't what brought' us
here exactlv."
"Oh, is that so? Got a friend living in the
house probably, or maybe one of you lives here
himself."
"No, 11one of us live here. I live at Soree the
town just beyond here, though. My na1n'e is
Merseman."
"What!" exclaimed the scout, giving a start.
"You ain't the son of the feller what keeps the
inn are vou ?"
"l'he \•er~: same. So you stopped there, did
·
you?"
"We are making our headquarters there," Wild
retorted, promptly. "Your parents told us that
they had a son at the front, but they did not say
anything about you being so close to your home."
"They know nothing of it, I suppose. Our battalion only arrived here last night at dusk."
While the conversation was going on the other
three cavalrymen were looking at the house somewhat anxiously.
Our fri end s could not help noticing this, but
they decided to say nothing until they were compelled to, for they all felt that the four men were
looking for the soldier.
After hllkin~ a while about his parents and explaining that he had accompanied an uncle and
aunt to America something like ten years before,
b~t had returned '':hen the war broke out, so he
might fight for !us country, Merseman looked
keenly at the young deadshot and said:
"We saw a soldier whom w-e took to be one
the infantry coming this way, and knowing that
he must have left without permission, we came
over to discover what it meant."
"ls that so?" Wild a ·ked affecting surprise.
"We have been here quite a little length of time.
Just halted under these trees to rest our horses.
I am certain we didn't see any one coming this
way, save you four."
This was indeed the truth, for the fact was that
the soldier had been there before them, so they
could not possibly see him approaching.
"Is that so?" and Merseman, though somewhat
surprised, appeared to be satisfied.
He spoke something in the Belgian language
to his companions, and then they rode on around
the house and soon returned to where our three
friends were waiting.
A few commonplace remarks were made regarding the war, and then after assuring Wild and
his partners that he would pay a visit to the home
of his parents just as soon as he could obtain
leave, Merseman rode away with his three men.
"I i·eckon that's all right, boys," the young
deadshot said, come back and see how the soldier
is making out with his sweetheart. It wasn't
necessary to lie one little bit, though I actually
believe I would have done some of it rather than
see the soldier get into trouble. "
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"That's right, Wild," Jim answered, with a nod.
"Probably the poor fellow thinks that it might
be the last time he'll ever see his sweetheart, and
he ought to have a chance to bid her good-by. But
for my part, I hope he goes through the war
and comes back safe and sound."
They lode on through the orchard a short dis.:
tance, and reaching the top of the hill, saw the
four cavalrymen a good quarte1· of a mile ahead
and riding alon.l!' swiftly, as if they wished to
overtake a long line of mounted troops that was
advancing from the northwest.
Satisfied that the four woul,1 not likely return,
they turned and rode back to the house.
Around to the rear they proceedell, and titen
just as they were dismounting a door opened and
the soldier appeared, his face aglow with pleasure.
"You preventecl them from catching me here,"
he said in French.
"We rather steered them off, I reckon," was the
'teply. "How did you make out?"
"Very fine thankR to you."
Then he turned to the door and called out to
some one inside, and the next moment a blushing
girl of eighteen appeared.
She was followed by a middle-aged woman who
was undoubtedly her mother, and then a rather
old man came limping forward, a cane in his hand.
"So this is your sweetheart ,eh?" Wild said,
smilingly, as he nodded toward the girl.
"Yes. I took a big risk in coming here, but I
felt that I must do it."
"All right. Now you have seen her, so I advise you to bid her good-by and return to your
regiment. I hope you will get there without being
missed."
"Oh, I'll manage to do that all right. I can take
a short-cut and catch up with them in less than
half an hour."
Wild then asked his name, and was informed
t.iat the soldier was Maxon Bisbee, and that h~
was a native of that part of Belgium.
"All right," Wild said, with a nod at receiving
this info1·mation. "My name is Young Wild West,
and these two gentlemen are Cheyenne Charlie
and Jim Dart, my partners. I reckon we'll be off
now. Don't linger too long, or you may get 1nto
trouble."
Then the th1·ee promptly mounted their horses
and, waving their hands to those at the door of
the house, rode away, well satisfied with the way
the little incident had turned out.
The oTdinary sounds of the battle that was
raging along the lines in the distance had not
been noticed by the three, but they had not gone
more than two hundred yards from the house
when there was such a deafening roar of artillery
that they were compelled to turn and look around.
"Something's up, I reckon!" Cheyenne Charlie
exclaimed. "Let's git on the hill over there, Wild,
an' see what it is."
"Right you are," was the reply, and then the
three went galloping towaTd the hill the scout
mentioned.
Reaching the top of it, Wild turned his glasses
to the south.
What he saw less than three miles away was a
llig body of Germans pressing forward while the
llellvy artillery in their rear kept pounding away.
The ranks of the Allies were breaking, and as
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the boy kept his eyes glued to the glass he saw t11e
center broken through.
"Take a look, Jim." he said, somewhat excitedly, as he handed one glass to Dart.
"Great Scqtt!" was the exclamation that ·came
from Jim's lips. "They are flanking them on the
right, too. A cl ever piece of business on the part
of the German commanders."
It t:ertainly was a case of retreat for the
French, who were bearing the blunt of the attack.
On their left were the English lines; fighting
valiantly to stem the tide, while on the rlght a
division of Belgians were seen approaching.
It happened to be a very good spot to watch
what was going on, and our friends took turn.s at
looking t hrough ihe glass until half an hour had
elapsed.
At the expiration of that time the entire center
had been driven back for a distance of a mile,
giving the Germans possession of the trenches
that had been occupied by the French previously.
On the right the big- German wing was fighting
furiously to drive back the Belgians.
But it happened that they were slightly outnumbered, and gradua lly they were forced to give
it up, though they gained perhaps a quarter of
a mile and all but had posse>osion of the trenches
of that sectfon.
Presently a shell burst very near to the farmhouse, and as our three friends turned and looked
that way they saw the !rirl and her parents come
rui;hing out as if half frightened to death.
Boom!
Another shell landed near the same spot, making it look very much as if the artilleryman was
trying to clesti-oy the house.
Of course some of the lighter field-pieces and
howitzers were brought up the rear of the successful forces, and it might be that the men had not
yet got the right range.
Certainly they were shooting away over the
heads of the allied troops.
"ComE on, boys, we'll go down the e and try And
allay their fearl"," Wild said, as he turned and
rode swiftly down the hill.
As tli.ey came galloping up to the house the
frightened family welcomed them with shouts of
joy.
"Don't be alarmed," Wild said, speaking in
French, as usual, and at the same motioning to
them to make clear what he said. "The chances
are that no more shells will come this way."
But the words were scarcEcly out of his mouth
when there was a shrill, whistling sound, and then
a shell struck the roof of the house and exploded,
nearly blowing the building into kindling wo~.
CHAPTER IV.-The Situation Becomes Grave.
"Great gimlets!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie,
as he <lucked to avoid the falling pieces that flew
from the shattered house. "They sartinly directed
their fire at this here buildin', an' no mistake."
"Right you are, Charlie," came from the young
deadshot, who did not once lose his coolness. "We
have got to look out for these people, and that's
all there is to it. It strikes me that the Germans
are coming right on through, evidently for the
purpose of making a countercharge from the

rear."
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The boy quickly dismounted and ran to the p;irl
and her parents, who were upon the ground, kneeling as if in prayer.
· Fortunately neithn· of them had been hurt, for
they had been just about far enough away to escape the flving fragments.
The shell had hit pretty well upon the other
side of the house, and though it was all but demolished, part of the ground floor was still intact.
But there was really no chance of any part of
the structure being saved, for it was already in
flames.
The thought of losing all he had, and possibl}'
his life, too, caused the farmer to become hysterical, and this cert11inly had anything but a good
effed upon his wife and daughter.
Wild tried to talk with them both in French and
German, but they could not understand him.
Anyhow, they were too excited and terrified to
listPn.
"B!:lys, there is onlv one thing for us to do," he
said, turning- to Charlie and Jim; "it is our duty
to get these people to a place of safety, for it
strikes me that it won't be very long before this
place will be swarming with German soldiers.
They have.. broken through, and they will keep
right on coming, unless the Allies are reinforced
upon the left or right. We'll get them away from
here as quickly as possible. I'll leave it to you
two to try an<l savf) ~omething before the house
is burned to ashes. I'll try and induce them to go
over to the barn."
Charlie and Jim did not need to be told a second
ti.me what they should do.
Leaving their horses standing, they rushed into
the wrecked house and soon began carrying forth
whatever they could lay hands upon that they
thought would be of immediate value to the unfortunate people who had lately occupied it.
Wild knew he had no easy task before him, so
he went straight to the farmer who was kneeling
upon the ground and ravini:; away at a great rate,
and, picking him up bodily, threw him over his
shoulder as easily as if he had been a bag of
grain.
"Follow me," he s·aid to the woman and girl, as
he pointed toward the barn, and then he started
off at a quick walk.
The two looked at him in consternation for a
moment, and then, after turning to see what
Charlie and Jim were doing, they hurried along,
and before they got to the barn the girl insisted
upon helping to carry her father.
But Wild motioned her to go on and open the
door, which was soon done.
Surprising as it may seem, all three of them
seemed to return to their proper senses. th011<>·h
they were still frightened over the disaster that
had befallen them.
The young cleadshot dropped the old man over
gently upon a pile of straw, and then took a look
about the interior.
He found that the barn was pretty well stocked
with hay and grain, and he could hear horses at
the other side of the partition.
Motioning the woman and girl to remain in the
barn, he went or: out and quickly came to a stable
door, which he opened.
There were three stall. there, and each was occupied by a well-fed working horse.
"I reckon this isn't so bad," he muttered. "If

there are horses here there must be a wagon
sonwwhere."
Leaving the stable door open, he looked a little
further, and soon saw a big farm-wagon which
was under a shed.
"I reckon I'll hitch up," he said. "It won't be
the fin:t time I have done it, though the harness
of _this country may puzzle me a bit."
But he soon found that it was quite easy, and
in less than ten minutes he led out two of the
horses with the harness upon them, and soon
hitched them to the wagon.
There was no need of leaving the other hori;e
there, he thonght, so he untied the halter, and
taking it out, tied it to a tree so it might be led
along when the farmer drove away, which he
intended he should do.
While the youn.~ dearlshot was engaged in tnis
business Wild and Charlie were removing some
of the contents of the house, which was nc,w
burning fiercely.
· As if they feared to disobey him, Wild saw that
the family wa!' still in the barn, where he had
motioned them to remam.
Having eve1·ything in readiness for their departure, he drove out the team and went straight
to the house.
"Throw in some of that stuff, boys," he said,
11s he made a turn and brought the horses to a
halt.
"Thmvler!" exclaimed the scout, as he looked
up and saw the wagon. "All ready to move, eh?"
"Yes, but not all that stuff you have been
carrying out. Throw in some of the clothing an<i
provisions. I see you have plenty of both there."
''Th:it's what we went after. Wild," Jim spoke
up. "But we thought it would be a shame to have
the furniture burned."
"No i·oorn for much furniture here, unless it is
bedding."
"We couldn't get upstairs, for the building is in
flames there."
"Very well. They'll haYe to go without the bedding then."
Waiting until they harl thrown into the wagon
what he though was sufficient, Wild drove on back
to the barn.
There sat the three unfortunates, shivering in
fear.
"Come on," the boy said motioning for them to
come out.
Trembling they did so.
He p0inted to the wagon and gave a nod, and
then the girl promptly assisted her mother to get
in.
Charlie and Jim came along i ntime to help her
in afte1'ward, and then the farmer was also assisted.
Wild put him on the front seat and, placing the
reins in his hand, pointed off toward the town.
Though somewhat bewildr.recl. he received an
assuring nod, and then off went the outfit, the
horses going at a sharp trot.
"By jingo, boys!u the young deadshot exclaimed, as he turned and looked at the horse he
had left tied to the t.ree. "I meant to tie that
horse behind the wagon."
"That's all right; I'll mighty soon git him there,
Wild," Charlie answered, as he ran to the spot
ann quickly untied the halter.
Then he led the :mima l back to his own horse,
and, mounting, started off with the wagon.
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He did not have to ride more than a couple of
hundred yards before he had succeeded in coming
up to the wagon and tying the horse.
Then he came ridin.g· back to where Wild and
Jim wer e waiting for him.
"What now, Wild?" he asked, looking questioninglv at the young deadshot.
"Back to the t op of that hill, so we can get a
look ai what is going on," was t he reply.
Off the three went at a gallop, a n<l soon they
were once more at the top of the hill from which
they had taken their observation a short time before.
N o more shells were coming that way, but the
rattling of rifles was t er rific.
The big breach that ha <l been m ade in the
center of the French forces had wi <l.ene<l som ewhat, and as many a s three thou sand of the German soldiers, both infantry an d cavalry, were
coming slowly, almost directly, toward the burning hou se.
A with e rin~ fire was kept up on the right by the
•; b1·ave Belgians, while away oil' to the left the
English were closing in a s if in an effort to for ce
back the a dvancing Germans.
"That a rmy is bound to come ri ght through the
open, Wild," Jim said, after taking a look with
the g-l Rss.
He r ef erred to the English forces, and the
young dea dshot was forced to admit that he was
right, t hough he f elt sure that it would matter
little to t he occupants.
"A whole lot better for them to ride through
the town than the Ger mans, I reckon," he said.
"Oh, yes. It is hardly likely they will do any
damage in their rush to g-et UP this wa y.'·
Then Wild took another look, and when he
saw a whole corps of the Kaiser's army suddenly
break into view from behind a str etch of woods,
he knew right away that the farmer would be intercepted.
·
It seemed that the Englisl: did not know how
close the ~rmans we1·e, for on they came with a
rush, the infantrymen in the lead and on a run.
Back of them came a long line of cavalry, one
division being composed of Highlanders aud the
Royal Irish Lancers.
The Germans quickly formed into line, and
down they crouched at the edge of a gully that
was clo e to the woods.
It was less than a mile from the spot where
our friend s were watching, so they had a pretty
good view.
After what seemed to be a rather long time,
though it really was but a few minutes, the first
of the English column broke through the woods.
Before they could even attempt to draw out
into lhrns, the Germans opened fire upon them.
Then ensued one of the greatest battle-scenes
th'l.t had ever been witnessed by Young Wild West
and his partners.
For ove1· half an hour the fighting went on
fiercely.
·
Charge after charge was made by the British
cavalry, but each time they were driven back, for
the gully prevented them from reaching the foe.
But reinfo1·cements were coming, and while our
friends yet lingered upon the hill-top a whole
brigade suddenly appeared and rounded off tq the
right.
"Boys, I reckon we had better get out of this,"

the young deadshot said, with a shrug of the
shoulders. "The end of that division is going to
swoop ri ght around here, and if we don't look out
we'll be hemmed in."
"How about the far mer and his wife an' daughter, Wild?" Charlie asked.
"I don't know. But I'm sure they couldn't proceed to the town. Probably the man had sense
enough to turn off to the left. If he didn't he
should have done so, anyhow."
Certainly a big transformation ha d occurred
since our fri f>nd s rode ::i,way from t he inn.
At t hat time the fighting was being done from
the trenches on both sides.
T-lu t. the 5'uccessful advance through the center
of t he Allies had enabled the Germans to encroach for at least three miles upon their territory, and now it was a sort of mixture, for there
were regin1Pnts of soldier s in between the lines of
the enemy in both cases.
This meant that unless something very clever
W:l$ done by ~, oth sides, each of the forces would
be shooting at the other unintentionally.
Wild took :m other look with the glass and
satisfier! him ~ elf that his conjecture was rigl1t,
and that the best thing they could do was to get
away from the spot.
Then he g;ave the word, and they all rode
along a stretch of high ground and soon reached
the broa.d h~ghwa y that ran directly to the t own.
But it would not be good policy for them to go
that way, for the bullets that wen being fired by
both sides would go a long distance, and they
could hardly expect anything else than to be
shr,t.
They were forced to ride on through Namur,
and wait until they came to a road that would
lead them well out of range of the shooting.
Afte'l· riding a couple of miles they came to a
canal, with the river flowing but a short distance
from it.
As they paused and looked ·up and down they
saw a big force of French soldiers working with
picks and shovels.
.
"What in thunder a1·e they up to?" Cheyenne
Charlie a sked, in surprise.
"I can say exactly," Wild answered, with a
shake of the head. "But it rather strikes me that
they mean to flood the trenches the Allies have
been forced to vacate. If you remember, the
ground is qQite low back there, and if that water
is turned that way it won't take long before they
will make a regular lake of it."
"That's just what they're up .to, I'll bet!" Jim
exclaimed.
"That bein' the case," Charlie said, with a
shake of the head, "if .there's a whole lot of
water in this blamed canal, it won't only fill up
them trenches along there, but it will keep right
on goin' down-hill into the valley, an' then what
will become of the town we're staying at?"
"By jingo, Chal"lie! You're right," the young
deadshot said, as he turned and looked back at
the gradual slope they had been ascending. Beyond the top of that hill from which we took ouT
observations the val~ey starts, and it runs on all
the way to the little mountains that overlook
Soree."
"And those little mountains, as you call them,
Wild, would back up the water, anp the whole
town would soon be flooded."
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"That's right. But maybe it won't be as bad
as all that. The chances are they won't let any
more than enough water from the canal to accompiish wha t they desire."
Not caring to go very close to the soldiers who
were so very hard a t work digging, Wild decided
to follow the road along and then get back to
the inn as quickly as possible.
But he was very anxious to learn what had
become of th e farm er and his wife and daught er,
and, hoping that the man had .been wise enough
to turn to the left , he gave the word and then the
three went galloping- along the road which they
kne\v woulct eventually lead them into Soree.

been gittin' in some great work. It will be a
bloody battle afore it's over with an' you kin bet "
'.'It certainly will, Charlie, 'unless they a1:e
dn.ven from the trenches. You saw what was
gomg on up at the canal."
"Oh, yes, I ain't forgot that, Wild. If they
once start that water runnin' into tl1e holler them
trenches will fill up in no time. Then of course
the Kaiser's gang will have to light ~ut for dry
land."
"And while they're doing that the artillery will
get in its work for fair," Jim Dart added.
Wild was now more anxious than ever to get
back to the town.
He was not quite sure that the Germans mi.e:ht
not have advanced there, and if such was the
CHAPTER V.-In the Nick of Time.
ca~ P. the !!'iris might be in jeopardy, for he had
While Young Wild West and bis partners were learned since the war started that soldie-rs very
i·iding in a rounda bout wav in order to keep out often got drunk after a city or town was capof rang-e of the .firine:, the English reinforcements tu.red, and became more like bea ts than anything
else.
were doing wonderful work.
While he knew pretty well that the Germans
The Germans now occupied the trenches that
had been vacated by the Allies, and with i;he were not given greatly to this sort of thing someheavy force that had been rangt!d along the gully times men would lose control of themselv~s, and
for over a mile they established a front that was there was no telling just what might happen.
formidable, to say the least.
"Boys," he said, nodding to his two partners,
The l'epeated charges of the English cavalry "I reckon we have got to get through the lines.
havinl?' been repulsed, ·it was quite enough to It will be a delay of half an hour if we are comcheer them when the brigade came to their assist- pelled to ride all the way around to the end of
ance.
the line. We'll go on and see what we can do. I
The new arrivals seemed to understand the rather reckon that the general's letter which I
situation, and after the gem'!ral in command had have in my pocket will be sufficient to enable us to
consulted with the chief offifficer who had been get through."
directing the movements against the enemy, he
"Might as well try it, anyhow," the scout answunl! off th e right and quickly assumed a posi- swered.
tion that was almost directlv behind the force
"Come on, then," and off they went down the
that were using the gully to shield themselves.
road straight for the rear lines of the British
Then a withering fire was poured into their forces, which stretched diagonally across the
rear, and t11e result was that they ouicklv with- highway and extended fully half a mile in either
drew leaving innumerable dead and dying upon direction.
the field.
Quite naturally the three Americans were
All the way to the trenches they were driven,
but once they got there and were crowded in, halted as they rode up.
A rear-guard was there, and it was their duty
their fire became so hot that the British halted
permit no one to pass without becoming satisand waited for the Gatling guns and howitzers to
fied that they should do so.
to be drawn up.
Wild singled out a lieutenant and quickly exShells were bursting continually, but it was
matters to him, of course showing him the
seldom that any great damage was done to life plained
or limb, sincP the Allies could not seem to get papers he had.
The lieutenant was very courteous, and quickly
range, while the Germans were handicapped with '
them to follow him to an officer who was
the work of drawing up their artillery and get- told
higher up.
ting it into a ction.
This individual was soon found, and then, after
Such was the condition of affairi:: when Wild and
his partners came in sight of the English soldiers listening to what Wild had to say, and looking '
over a couple of the papers, .he nodded approvwho had arrived since they left Soree.
- They ha·d heard the awful firing, but were not ingly, and said :
"You certainly can pass through, for this is
aware of the fact that reinfot·cemei1ts had arrived
satisfactory to me. But," and he shook his head,
to help the Allies until now.
"Boys," the young deadshot said, as he r eined "you don't know what you may have to contend
in his sorrel stallion about half a mile from the with in your effort to reach Soree. It is only two
English lines. "this is somewhat surprisir.g. "I or three miles from here, I know, but we don'e
wonder where all . those fellows came from ? know what the Germans have been doing all this
Surely they must have appeared very quickly. I time. A little piece of forest off in that direction
wasn't aware that there were so many of the may hide a whole lot."
"Don't your scouts keep you informed upon
Enp.-lish in the neighborhood."
"They got here all right, anyhow, Wild," Char- what is going on?"
"Oh, yes ; but it happens that I am not getting
lie answered, with a shake of the head. "The
Germans sartinly had the Allies goin' an no mis- information from the scoute directly. My orders '
take. They drove 'em from t.he trenches, an' now come from my colonel, and he gets his from the
they're in 'em, an' most likely they'll hold 'em for general in command."
"I see," and the young deadshot gave a nod. ·
a while. But this new gang sartinly must have

...

•
YOUNG WILD WEST AT THE FLOODED TRENCHES

I

I

I

"But that's al.l right, captain," he added, with a
smile. "We' 11 chance it, anyhow."
Then it occurred to him to inquire .about the
farmer.
"Did you see anything-of a wagon going along
this highway lately?" he asked.
"Personally, I didn't; but it was reported that
a farm-wagon was seen proceeding with the
horses at a gallop just before we arrived here. A
man and two women were in the wagon."
"Good. They have got away, then, boys," and
Wild turned and nodded to his partners.
The officer looked at him questionably, so the
boy felt it necessary to relate briefly how the
house had been destroyed by bursting bombs, and
the flight of the ow:oer with his· wife and
daughter.
"I trust they escaped all right," the captain
said. "Probably they have been met by a -regiment of the Belgians, who are due here at any
moment now to join in the flank movement upon
the enemy."
Wiid knew it was quite possible that they: would "
be stopped two or three times before they · got all
the way through the lines, so he asked the captain
if he would not send a man with them, so matters
might be hurried on a little.
The request was granted, and with a sergeant
the three now rode slowly along, and in about
five minutes were at the very front, where the1·e
really was considerable danger, since an occasional shell landed somewhere about.
But the road veered to the left, and, satisfied
that they would quickly get out of range of the
German firing, Wild thanked the sergeant and
then, with Charlie and Jim, started off at a
gallop.
"Only a couple of miles now, boys, and we'll be
at the town-just the other side of that woods, if
I am correct in my judgment," the young deadshot
said, as he pointed ahead.
For about a mile they :·ode along without meeting any one.
Then suddenly they hea1·d a series of shots a
little to the right and in the woods.
Probably fifty shots we1·e fired, and then yells
ef fear sounded, and .all became quiet.
The curiosity of the young deadshot was
aroused, and, without hesitating a mome:nt, he
turned and rode in the direction the sounds had
come from, Charlie and Jim following him
closely.
Two minutes later they reached the woods, and
then, after riding a short distance, they came to a
little hollow and saw a somewhat startling scene.
There was the farm-wagon Wild had hitched
the horses to in order to get the homeless three
to a place of safety with about a dozen German
soldiers about it.
The horses that had been drawing the wagon
were dead upon the ground, and as our three
friends dashed upon the scene they saw the
farmer and his wife and daughter crouching in
the wagon.
The mother and daughter were in a state of
terror, but it seemed that the man had become
desperate, for he was gripping an axe, and every
time one of the soldiers came close enough he
would swing viciously at him.
But that was not all.
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Three English soldiers stood disarmed, with two
Germans guarding them.
Naturally the soldiers looked when they heard
the horses coming toward them, and when they got
a good look at the riders they certainly must have
been surprised.
A combined shout went up as Wild and his
pa1·tners reined in their horses within a few feet
of the group.
"What's the trouble here?" the young deadshot
called out, as coolly as if he had simply interrupted a picnic.
As . he sopke in his native tongue, the three
English prisoners started violently, and then one
of them quickly answered:
"These fellows must have got cut off from their
command, and meeting these Belgians, who were
trying to make their escape, they shot the horses
and stopped them.. There were five of us who
were scouting in this vicinity, and when we saw
what was going on we came to the rescue. There
are only three of us left now, and you can see
our condition. We ·are prisoners."
"This is too bad. I don't call this warfare at
all," the young deadshot answered.
But a big German sergeant, his brow as dark
as a thundercloud, now stepped up, and shaking
his sword threateningly at our three friends, exclaimed:
"Surrender! You are spies!"
"You are dead wrong there, my friend,'' the
young deadshot answered in German. "Just you
wait a minute and I'll mighty soon convince you.
I don't mind telling you that I am a friend of your
great Kaiser."
There was a burst of coarse laughter at this,
and more of them came forward, and soon our
friends were completely surrounded.
It seemed that the farmer took courage at this,
for he suddenly swung his axe fiercely, letting it
·go from him.
It caught one of the soldiers a glancing blow
upon the shoulder and felled him to the ground. ·
Then the man, who was almost frenzied, seized
the lines and actually trjed to start the team
going, probably hardly being aware that the
horses had been slain when the attack was made.
It was indeed pitiful to see the way he acted
when he found he could not get away with his
family.
Thinking that the soldier had been killed, the
German sergeant made a leap with uplifted
sword, certainly intending to put an end to the
farmer instantly.
But young Wild West was not going to permit
anything like that.
Quick as a flash he drew his revolver, and then
taking a quick aim, he pulled the trigger.
Clack!
The bullet struck the sword close to the handle
and shattered the blade.
"None of that, my friend,'' Wild said, in his
cool and easy way, at the same time pointing the
revolver directly at the fellow. "I want you to
understand that I am an American, and as this
is not real warfare, but simply at bit of fiendish
work, I am going to stop it. You hear what I
say? Now then, you order your men to get back
into line, or I'll put a bullet through you:r heart."
If a shell had burst in their midst the soldiers
could not have been more astounded.
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revolver in the hand of the Ameri-

The deadly
can boy certainly looked as dangerous to them
at that moment as if they were standing before
the muzzle of a big Krupp gun. Surely the sergeant thought that way, anyhow, for his mouth
opened, and then, as h e looked at his broken
sword, he said:
"What is this?"
"You· heard what I said, sergeant," Wild
answered, as he quickly dismounted and left the
horse standing. "You were going to kill that man
because he threw an axe at one of those who was
terrifying his wife and daughter. I broke your
sword with a bullet. You know that much, don't
you?"
"Who are you?"
"I was just going to tell you when you ran from
me with the intention of killing tha t man. Now,
then, if you will listen I'll explain who I am, and
you'll mighty soon apologize for the way you have
acted."
Wild never once lowered his revolver. The sergeant was actually trembling now, for he seemed
to realize that if the American could shoot
straight enough to break the blade of his sword,
he surely would be able to put a bullet through
his heart. He gave a command for his men to
form in line, and they were not long in doing it.
They drew up directly behind their three prisone rs, who now seemed to be more at their ease.
"JUI1," Wild said, without taking his gaze from
the face of the sergeant, "you just come here and
keep this fellow covered, while I give him the
proof of who and what we are. If one of the
soldiers attempts to even draw a weapon, shoot
the sergeant dead."
"Right you are, Wild," Dart answered, as he
quickly dismounted and hastened to the spot. . ·
He had already drawn his revolver, so quickly
leveling it at the German officer, he nodded, and
said:
"Now then, you just listen to what is said to
you."
The sergeant was now resigned to whatever
fate that was in store for him. He looked at his
line of men, and then, after shrugging his shoulders, nodded to Wild and told him to go ahead
"All right, my friend," the young deadshot
answered, smilingly. "I thought you would wake
up after a while."
Then he dropped his revolver into the holster,
and quickly produced the paper which he knew
must certainly have the desired effect.
"Just read that, sergeant," he said, as he held
it before the eyes of the officer.
One glance at the r _Jal seal upon the document
caused him to give a violent start.
There was no mistaking the seal, and it seemed
to act magically.
·
"My friend," Wild said, looking at him smilingly, "I told you that I was a friend of the
Kaiser. If such was not the case he surely would
not give me such a document as that. I don't mind
telling you that it was I who carried the Crown
Prince. from the battlefield down near Verdun
some little time ago. My name is Young Wild
West, and I am the proprietor of the big show
that is now in camp near Berlin. I have to say this
thing so many times that I am actually getting
tired of it. But I suppose it is now necessary,

since existing circumstances certainly demand
it."
Probably the German sergeant might have suspected tha t the boy had obtained the document in
an unlawful way and really was a spy.
;He Bpok·.:J to his men in German, explaining
briefly what the paper was, and who the America~ s we:e ,and. then h~ stepped back and saluted
~ild, af ter which he chd the same to Charlie and
Jim.
. All thi~ time the woman and the girl were sittm~ up m the :vagon, looking upon what was
ta~mg place as if they coulci hardly believe the
evidence of their own eyes.
T_he f_arm~r was cowe1·ing in the wagon, his face
bun~d m hi s hands as if he thought all was lost
to him.
" Sergeant," sa id Wild, after waiting a minute
or two, "I reckon these people can go on ~ow
H ow about it?"
·
"They are prisoners" was the reply, with a
shake of the head.
'. ' What do you want to iake non-combatants
prisoners for? You 01;Jght to know pretty well
that you are hemmed m ~ere and can't possibly
get back to the German Imes. In a few minutes
Y?U will _be a prisoner yourself, or else dead. A
big Belgian command is advancing directly this
way, as I happen to know."
At this the face of the officer paled.
"Whether I am right or wrong, I shall do as
you say," he said, speaking slowly. "I must get
back to the trenches."
"You know the direction to go, then, so if I
were you I would be off before it is too late."
No doubt it was one of the most wonderful
things the German soldiers had ever met with.
The interference of the three Americans had
changed the whole order of things.
But it seemed' to make them all realize that
they were in jeopardy, for they had split off
from the main body of advancing Germans only
to find themselves hemmed in at the edge of the
woods, with no chance of joining their command.
But they had so far forgotten themselves as to
make ·war upon three defenseless non-combatants,
and the interference of the five British soldiers
had incensed them ~ o that the probabilities are
they would have made ·a massacre of it if not
fo1· the opportune arrival of Young Wild West
and his partner s.
·
.
But that was all changed now.
Their lu3t for blood had vanished, a nd they
were now getting panic-striken and ea ger to get
away.
"You had better go," Wild said, pointing back
into the woods, "Your army lies over that way.
It is only about two or three miles, I reckon."
The sergeant quickly gave a salute, and then
made his way to his horse, which he mounted.
Then he gave the command, and his men
mounted also.
It seemed that they had not met with any loss
at all in the little scrimmage with the five English
soldiers, and they rode away in a desperate attempt to ~et back to their own lines, leaving the
three British soldiers they had taken prisoners at
libertv.
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CHAPTER Vl.-Back in Soree.
. Young Wild West waited until the German
cavalrymen had disappeared in the woods, arid
then turned to those in the wagon, and said:
"I am sorry your horses were shot. But I
reckon we can manage to get you into the town."
The girl and her mother looked at him hopefully an<l nodded, but the reply they made was in
the Belgian tongue, and then Wild remembered
that he could not make himself understood to
them.
He walked around the wagon, and seizing the
farmer by the shoulder caused him to lift his
head imrnediately.
"Come on," the boy said, motioning for him to
get out.
After looking around, and for the first time
seeing that the Germans were no longer there,
the man seized the young deadshot by the hand
and shook it, at the same time . giving vent to
his thanks in his own language.
"That's all right, my friend," Wild said, as he
pulled away his hand. "You have got to hoof it
into the town now. Your horses are dead, so
You'll have to leave the wagon here."
· The farmer got out of the wagon, and then his
wife and daughter did the same.
Then the young deadshot made them unde1·stand that they should take what they could conveniently carry from the wagon, and proceed on
foot.
"Now,'' said Wild, as he turned to the three
scouts who were waiting in silence, "I reckon you
can go on about your business. Where are your
horo;;es ?"
"All of them ran away. After we got into the
fight here we were forced to dismount in an effort
to save those people who were in the wagon,''
one of them answered.
Maybe you had better go and look for your
horses, then. reckon you'll have a pretty good
chance to find them, for certainly there will be
no more Gen ...m cavalrymen around this way for
a little while anyhow ."
"\Ve have you to thank for saving our lives,''
one of them said, fervently, ::.s he seized the boy's
hand with both his own. "Kindly tell us who you
are anrl what you are doing here."
"I will do that quickly enough, if you don't
understand what I was saying to the sergeant a
little while ago."
"None of us can understand German. But. I
remember of hearing you say something about
Wild West."
"Yes, that's right. My name is Young Wild
West, and our big Wild West Show is in camp
near Berlin. We are Americans, you know."
"Yes, I understood that much when you were
talking to the German sergeant."
"I reckon that's about all there is to it, then.
Now then, go and find your horses and get back
and report."
All three shook hands with him, and then did
the same to Charlie and Jim.
They told them they hoped the three Belgians
would find safety in the town which was so near
at hand. and then started off through the woods
to search for their horses.
As if they felt duty-bound to await further or-
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ders from the American boy, the three refugees
were standing near the wagon, the bundles they
had quickly made in their hands .
- lf the distance had not been so short Wild would
have permitted them to get on the horses with
him and his partners.
But he knew they could easily walk.
He motioned for them to go on out of the woods
to the road, and then, as they did so, he nodded
to Charlie and Jim, and sairl:
"Now then, boys, I suppose we'll have to ride
along at a walk the rest of the way. This certainly has been something that could hardly be expected to happen. But I am glad we came along
in time to save these people."
"We didn't only save the farmer an' his wife
an' gal, but them three soldiers, too, Charlie answered, shaking his head, gravely. "Too bad we
didn't come in time to save them other two."
He pointed to the two bodies that lay upon the
ground.
"We were lucky to 'r ender as much service as
we did, I think," Jim spoke up: "But probably
the Germans would have let these fellows go, anyhow, for they must have known that they would
stanrl no chance of taking them back to their own
lines. I hardly believe they'll ever get there alive."
"Very doubtful," Wild declared. "But if they
had attempted to take the prisoners with them,
and found they were being cut off, they certain~y
would have put an end to them."
"It's all right as it is," Charlie said smiling
grimly. "We're helpin' along all we kin, anyhow,
an' we ain't on one side or the other. This business ain't war, not what happened a little while
ago. That's what I call the sort of work that outlaws an' renegades is up to in the part of the
country where we come from."
"Pretty near to it, Charlie," and so saying Wild
stai·ted along after the three refugees.
They were barely upon the road when the
blaring of bugles sounded the other side of a hill
on the left.
Then the sounds made by galloping horses came
·
to their ears.
"Must be the force of Belgians coming, boys."
Wild said, nodding to his partne1"S. "I reckon to
save a further delav we had better hurry a little."
He rode up behind the three on foot ahead of
them, ·and commanded them to start on a run,
which they Jost no time in doing.
Just 8S they got a bend in the road a large
force of cavalry came over the top of' the hill.
But Wild knew they could hardly be seen, so
he urged them all to a faster pace, and were
f · ht
· kl
qmc Y out 0 sig ·
It seemed that they would be put to no further
danger or trouble in delivering the refugees
safely into Soree, for they did not meet a solitary
person the rest of the way, and when they roae
into the town they found considerable excitement
prevailing there, but no signs of any troops sav;e
a division of British cavalry that had come there
to await orders.
Having lived so near the town, it was not
strange that the farmer was acquainted with
many who resided there.
He was quickly recognized by some of the
frightened people, who seemed to think the best
place for them was upon the street, and, havinar
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found some one they could talk to, the three unfortunates paused to relate what had befallen
them.
Wild and his partners brought their horses to
a halt, and it was not long before they were surroumled by an admiring crowd.
Certainly the farmer was lauding them to the
skies for what they had done for him and his wife
and daughter.
It was yet fully half a mile to the inn and,
anxious to get there, Wild forced his horse up .
close to the three and told them to go on.
It was his intention to find qua1ters for them
at the inn, even though he had to pay the bill for
a day or two. An old man who could converse
fluently in French was soon made to understand
what the boy wanted.
Then he quickly translated it to the farmer,
who promptly gave a shout of joy.
The fact was he was trying to find some one
would take them in, but so far nobody had shown
an inclination to do it.
When he once had them started toward the inn
the young deadshot and his partners rode on
down the street, still keeping their horses at a
walk.
Before they arrived at their destination they
· were met by an English lieutPnant, who with his
face wreathed in smiles called out:
"Young Wild West, I belive?"
"That's me," the young deadshot answered,
looking at him in surprise, for he failed to remember of having met the man before.
"I knew it from the description," was the reply.
"What have you been up to now, you adventurous
American?"
"Having quite a little adventure, I suppose,
lieutenant. We took a ride out to see what was
going on, and it happened that we were able to
rnnder a little assistance to these three people,
who had their house destroyed by the shells from
the Germans." ·
"Yes an' we done a mighty good turn for three
soldier 'fellers of your kind, too," Cheyen!1e Charlie spoke up, for he felt bound to let him know
.
all about it.
"What. is that?" the lieutenant asked, lookmg
at him sharply.
"Wild will tell you all about it, I i-eckon."
Then it fell to the lot of the young deadshot
to briefly recount the happenings since they set
out from the village that afternoon.
"This is indeed great," the lieutenant declared.
"I shall report this to the colonel in command of
our regiment, and certainly you can rest assured
that it will go further, Young Wild West."
"That's all right" was the smiling reply. "We
are neutral as far as the wa1 ts concerned, but
we never let an opportunity slip when we can do
something to help one who is in need. Now then,
if you will please excuse me, I'll go on to the
hotel we are stopping at, for there are those
there who are waiting for us, and are no doubt
anxious for us to return."
"Certainly."
But he insisted upon writing down the na~es
of Charlie and Jim, and then, after saluting,
· turnec! to go back to his post of duty.
A few minutes later the young deadshot and his
partners arrived at the inn ~ith the Belgian refugr.es, quite a · crowd followmg thetn.

The gfrls came out the moment they rode up,
and for t he next five minutes they were kept
busy in answering questions and recording what
had happened during the time they were away.
Julian Merseman, the inn-keeper, willingly took
in the farmer and his family, and when Wild
spoke to him about paying for their accommodatoeions he waved both hands and declared that he
would not accept anything from him.
"It is my duty to help the people of my country,
and since I still have plenty, it would be an insult
almost for any one not of my own nationality to
offer pay in such a case as this," he said.
"You are patriotic, all right, Mr. Merseman,"
Wild said, smilingly. "But I reckon you can afford
it all right, sd let it go that way for a while. It is
to be hoped that the trouble in this vicinity will
soon be at an end, so things may go on smoothly
again. But say, I am happy to say that we met
your son."
"My son!" and the man gave a sta1t and looked
·at him as if he was sure he heard arignt.
"Yes, your son. He is a cavalryman." ·
"Yes, I know. But I didn't think he was near
here."
"He was away to the north with ltj.s i·egiment,
but it has come down this way to help drive back
the Germans, and, of course, he is with them."
The inn-keeper called his wife, and then Wild
was forced to tell them about the meeting with
the young cavalryman.
When they learned that they might soon expect
him home, if only for a brief time, the couple were
so delighted that they actually hugged the young
deadshot.
Not satisfied with this, the woman turned to do
the same to Cheyenne Charlie.
But he good-naturadly pushed her aside and,
pointinl!.' to Jim, saiu:
"He kin stand it a little better than I kin. I'm a
little too old for sich business a s that. Besides,
I've got a gal h er e ·wha t kin tend to all tha.t
kind of business."
This remark caused a laugh, and when it was
translated to the woman she joined in quite
heartily.
When Wild fi nally got away from them he
walked outside with Arietta, and then he spoke
of the little bit of romance that was connected
with the adventure of the afternoon.
"Oh," Arietta said, her face lighting up. "That
is what I call nice, Wild. But it's too bad that the
poor girl is without a home. I do hope the soldier
who took such a risk in coming to bid her farewell will come back safe and sound."
"We all hope that, little girl. But it seems as
if he has about an even chance, by the way things
. are going. Them has been a terrible loss of
life already this very day, and who can tell but
that this soldier might be among the dead ? But
•
say, where is Hop?"
"I haven't seen him since you went away right
after dinner."
It seemed that the young deadshot was not the
only one who thought of Hop just then, for Cheyenne Charlie came along, and in a puzzled sort of
way said:
"I've looked around for the heathen, but he
ain't nowhere to be found, Wild. lVlost llKefy he's
up to somethin'."
"Probably," was the reply.
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"Well, he ain't back by the stable anywhere. I
seen that little fat feller, an' I managed to git
enough from him to know that he ain't seen Hop
in over two hout's. Here it is well-nigh toward
five o'clock. I wonder what's become of him?"
"Anxious about him, eh, Charlie?"
"I may as well say I am. S'pose he's got into
trouble?"
"Not at all unlikely. I reckon you had better go
and look for him."
"That's jest what I was thinkin', an' you kin bet
your life I'll do it right away."
Without saying another word, Charlie hurried
away.
The inn-keeper was too busy to give him any
information if he ·had been able to do it, so
Charlie began making inquiries among the idlers
who were hanging about the vicinity.
After trying three or four times with no suc~ess, he found a man who could speak French
about as well as he could himself, and, after quite
an exchange of questions and answers, he learned
that the Chinaman had be·e n seen going over toward the spot where the regiment of cavalry had
halted.
Charlie gave a nod, and then, without thanking
his informant, he promptly set out for the place.
Not knowing just how long he might have to
remain there with his troopers, the officer in command had made his quarte1·s in an unoccupied
house about half a mile from the inn.
It was not necessary for the scout to inquire the
way, for he could see that some of the cavalrymen
were strolling about, and walking up to one of
them he inquired about the missing Chinaman.
The cavalryman grinned broadly, and said:
''Yes, I saw him. I think you will find him in
the store straight up this street on the left."
"All right. I allowed that he might be in
trouble. He's sich a blamed reckless heathen that
you can't tell what will happen to him."
1'Reckless, you say?
Why, he appeared to be
very civil like."
"Oh, yes. He kin be that way when he wants
to. Di<ln't want to play cards with you or chuck
dice, or anything like that, did he?"
The cavalryman answered in the negative, and
after thinking a moment said:
"May I come with you?"
"Sartinly. Come on. What's your name?"
"Aitkins, sir."
"It ain't Tommy Atkins, is it? That's what
I heard some one call the British soldiers."
"No, Tommy ain't my name. It's John. \Vhat's
yours?"
"Cheyenne Charlie is my name. I was born in
old Cheyenne. But it ain't likely you know where
that place is."
The man confessed that he did not, but seemed
to be ·more than pleased at the acquaintance he
had made with the typical American, as he soon
declared Charlie to be. As they were walking
along the scout gave him a glowing description
of Cheyenne of the present and what it was at the
time he was born there. The Englishman was
greatly interested.
"A blcvmin' fine place it must be," he said, as
they wet'e nearing the store he said the Chinaman
would be found at.
,- ' "Things bloom putty well there in the summertime, I reckon," and Charlie grinned broadly.
The store as far as the outside appearance went

17

seemed to be one where groceries and provisions
were sold.
"You thin1', he's in there, do you?" he said to
his companion, as they walked up to the door.
"I ain't sure. But I think he is," was the reply.
"You know," and he lowered his voice and winked,
"there is something else besides groceries sold in
this bloGmin' store."
"Whi3ky, maybe?"
"Yes, and beer, too, and wine, plenty of it.
There's a big back room, and a cellar, too."
"That's where the heathen is, then. Come in."
"But I ain't supposed to be seen goin' into a
place where liquor is sold," and the cavalryman
hesitated.
"You have g-ot time off now, ain't you?" the
scout asked.
·
"Yes, but I mustn't go out of hearing, so in
case the bugle call is sounded I could hurry back
and report."
"That's all right. You come in with me. Maybe you feel like havin' a little drink yourself."
The man said he did feel that way, so the scout
quickly turned the knob of the door and started
to go into the store. , The sounds of revelry fell
upon his ears instantlv and with a satisfied smile,
he waited until the cavalryman came in and closed
thl) door. Several mEµi were singing, as the two
could understand right away, while others were
talking and shouting, making quite a hub-bub.
There was no one in the store, so Charlie went
right on through and coming to a door, hied t"
open it. But it was locked.
· ·
"I told you so," the Englishman said. "They're
selling liquor in the room back there, but the man
must be afraid it will be stopped by our colonel.
A bloomin' fine joke this is, for I'll bet some of
our men are in there."
"We'll git in all right," the scout answered
smiling grimly. "If they dont' open the door fo1'.
us I'll bust the blamed thing in. That's the way
I do bui::iness."
Then he knocked loudly upon the door, and instantly all was quiet.
"Hey, there!" he called out, loudly. "Open the
door. I want to git in."
Hurried footsteps were heard, and then the key
grated i!1 the lock. Open swung the door, and
before them stood HoD Wah, the clever Chinee.
"Come right in, Misler Charlie," ·he said blandly. "Evelythling allee light. Havee bigee timee,
so be."
The scout turned rather proudly to his companion and said:
·
"Now then, we'll have a little fun. Come in."
Just then there was a clattering of hoofs outside, and with a start the cavalryman turned and
looked toward the entrance.
"Hey!" he exclaimed excitedly. "They're after
me. There's the colonel outside."
"You git right in here," and so saying the scout
hustled him into the room and quickly closed and
locked the door.

CHAPTER VIL-Hop Looks for Fun and
Finds It.
Hop Wah found it altogether too tame to hang
about the quiet, old-fashioned inn. -While he had
got on friendly terms with the little hostler after
having played the joke upon him with the loaded
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cigar, he wao; not long in discovering that it would soldier coughee velly muchee. Lat me um gleat
·
be useleo;s · to ti:y and have ·any more fun with joke, so be."
him. The man was too suspicious of him for that
~e turned up a street which he knew would
but was Quite willing- to drink all the tanglefoot brmg him out to a corner that was not far disthe Chinaman. woul.d give him. After hanging tant from the inn, and as he was passing along he
around and domg his best to find something that · sa~ two soldiers hurriedly enter a gl:ocery store,
would interest him, the clever Chinee started to ac!mg very much as if they were afraid they were
take a walk about the town. He had not gone bemg watched.
·
very far when the English troopers rode in and
., "l,at ,velJy stlange," the Chinaman mutteed.
took their station in an0ther part of the place.
Me go 1n um store, too, so be."
Some of the occupants ran about excitedly, most
. H~ ouicklv followed them inside, and was just
of them showing delight, for they seemed to think
time to see the soldiers being ushered into a
that they would be better protected now in case m
rear room by a portly, red-faced man who was
of a German attack. Hop picked up what he could evidently
the proprietor. Without saying a wo1·d
about the unexpected arrival of the English, and
but smil.ing in 2.n innocent sort of way, the heath:
then he decided to go over and have a talk with
en hurned to the door. But before he could ensome of them. The first one he approached proved
te~ the 11or~ly ~um seized him by the arm and
to be a rather pugnacious corporal who was un- said
somethmg m the Belgian tongue.
der-sized. but seemed to regard himself as if he
"Lat allee light," Hop explained. "Me allee
were as high-standing as a commissioned officer~
Young Wild West's clever Chinee. Me
When the Chinaman spoke to him politely he ele- samee
Melican citizen, so be."
vated his pug nose and said :
"Hello. there!" came from the inside. "What's
"Hi have no time to talk to a common 'eathen."
I hear? A Chinaman, as I live! Come here,
"Me vel!y smaFtee Chinee. Maybe you likee that
John."
havee lillee dl!nk of tanglefoot."
1:'h<m ::lmost be.fore Hop knew it a lanky man
"A little drink of what?" and the corporal
attired m a u.mform of the English cavalry
showed no little surprise.
"Tanglefoot, allee samee Melican whisky, so be. pounced upon l11m and almost lifted him into the
room. That was quite enough. There were half
Vellv muchee goodee."
The corporal's face lighted up. He had been a dozen more of them th!.:re, and all were drinking at tr-bles. The proprietor was somewhat dil>stationed at the corner of a street, probably for
turbed, but wh~n he saw the Chinaman sit down
the purpose o:f watching the men after they had
dismounted and attended to their horses, for they and take tl~ings coolly, he became somewhat reassured, and did uot hesitate to serve him after the
were permitted to go about in the vicinity of the
camp as they pleased, so Jong as they did not get man who had pulled him inside so hurriedly explained what the order was. Hop got a small
far enough awav to fail to hear the bugle when
·
it sounded. ·Hoo called the man around the cor- fla!'k filled for the two shillings.
"Lis fo1· um lillee scldier whattee allee samee
ner, and then produced a pint flask, which was
watchee," he explained to the lanky fellow.
nearly full of whisky.
"I knc:w who you mean," was the l'eply. "The
"Lat allee samee Melican whisky," he declal·ed.
"Me callee tanglefoot. You likee velly muchee." corporal who expects to be a sergeant some day.
So h e's after something to drink, is he?"
''A wee bit of a drop wouldn't hu1't me, I'm
sure," was the reply.
"Lat Jig·ht," Hon answered. "ME! fixee velly
Then he removed the cork and took two or three
muchee Quickee, so be. Me g·ottee plenty led pepbig swa:Jows.
pee."
"That's what I call bloomin' fine liquor," he deThe lankv man Quickly explained to the others.
clared, <is he handed back the flask. "You are a
and then they all ~athered about the Chinaman'
much better 'eathen than Hi thought."
who started in to tell them a wonderful story of
Hop took a swallow himself, and then started
how he had once tricked the emperor of China -by
in to thinking how he could have some fun with
putting a heavy dqse of red pepper in his whisky.
the corporal. He knew he would not smoke while
The~ ~ould not understand more than half of it,
on duty, so there was no use in givin.g- him a load- but. 1t was enough to make them laugh heartily
ed cigar. Then again, he could not be led away
just the same. All of them seemed to have money
from the corner very far, so he felt compelled to so they kept insisting upon the Chinaman drink:
give up the idea for a while.
ing with them. But Hop was altogether too wise
"Me takee lillee walk, so be," he said, as he
to take verv much. While he actually did like the
'
started away.
taste of liquor a little too well, he knew that if
"Wait a minute, mv heathen fri·end," the cor- Youn.(!' Wild West came back and found him inporal said, in a low tone of voice. "I'll pay you toxicated it would be bad for him. Bui being a
well if you will go and get me a bottle of liquor.
clever magician, it was easy' for him to make the
I won't a sk you for another taste of what you
soldiers think he was drinking all they gave him.
'ave."
Finally he got something like a breathing spell,
"Me go ,gittee velly muchee quickee," the China- and then he produced the red pepper and doctored
man declared.
up the fla k he was going to deliver to the cor"All right. 'Ere is two shillin's. Get me a
poral.
wee bit of a drop of liquor, and fetch it back to
"Evclythling allee light now," he said. "Me
me and Hi'll thank you."
tanglefoot to um soldier. Len me
Hop accepted the money and declared that he go takee umveav
muchee quickee."
would do as requested. Then he set out to go comee back
Out he went. after being assured that he would
back .to the inn, for he did not know of any place
have no trouble in gettinl! in again, and soon he
nearer that he could make tile purchase.
"Me fixee allee light," he said. "Me puttee reached the corner where the corporal was doing
plenty led peppee in um tanglefoot, and um lillee guard duty.
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"You got back, eh?" the little man asked, looking much pleased.
. "Lat light. Me hully velly muchee quickee, so
be. Me velly smartee Chinee."
•
"Did you get the bloomin ' liquor?"
''Yes, me gottee allee light."
"Give it to me."
Hop quickly did so, the corporal taking pains
to get the flask out of sight as soon as possible.
"You likee smokee cigar some timee?" the Chinaman asked, as he produced one and tendered it
to him.
"Why, yes. Hi'll smoke it to-night when I'm off
dutv."
"Allee light. Velly nicee cigar, so be. Allee
samee Melican cigar."
"Hi've smoked Hameric an cigars, and they're
bloomin ' _good, too."
Then the corporal pocketed the cigar, and Hop
declared that he had importa nt business , so moved
away from the spot. But he only went about a
dozen yards, and then finding a convenie nt doorway, he slipped back into it and watched . The
corporal walked up and down two or three times,
and then as if he found that he had a good opportunity, he came arouncL the corner and producin g
the flask Hop had brought him, uncorked it and
took a heartv pull from it. Probably he might
have swallow ed more than he did if the pepper
had not begun to get in its work right away. As
it was, he got a goodlv quantity , and then he gave
a _gasp and began coughing violently .
"Hip hi, hoolay!" cried the Chinama n, as he
suddenly appeare d before him. Velly nicee day,
so be. Dlink hearty, my fiiend. Velly goodee
tanglefo ot."
He did not wait for his victim to get ov~r the
trick he had played upon him, but hastened back
to the grocery sto1·e. There was no one in. the
outer part of.the store, and the door being open,
he had no difficultv in entering . When he got to
the other door llj knocked and attracted the attenticn of those inside, and then after letting them
know who it was, he was admitted . The same men
were there as when he had left, only there had •
been two new arrivals, one of whom was a sergeant who had taken the risk of violating the
military rules as laid down by the colonel. Hop
proved to be a great attractio n to them all. Round
after round of drinks were served, the Chinama n
making it appear that he was taking his share
every time, but really ne was disposin g of it
quickly in a box of sawdust that was upon the
floor in lieu of a cuspidor . Finally one of the
cavalrym en, wh0 no doubt thought he was a good
singer, started a rollickin g song. Others joined
in, and forgetfu l of the fact that the noise might
be heaul to their disadvan tage, they made quite a
din. The propriet or did not seem to mind it in
the least, for he was taking in ·money all the time
• -and eveiy now and then he would count it over.
Hop was watchin g him as he did this, and finally
when there came a lull in the business he edged
over to the man and said :
"Maybe you likee chuckee dice, so be."
The Belg'ian storekee per did not understa nd
him, but when the Chinama n showed him three
dice, hi.;; face lighted up instantly . Hop rattled
th'e littie cubes in his hands and rolled them out
upon .the table. Then he took a silver coin from
his pocket, and putting it on the table, said:
"We chuckee dicee, so be"
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The store1rneper was game, and quickly enough
he put up a like amount. Hop rolled out the dice,
and seven came up. The Belgian laughed heartly
and then threw ten, beating Hop and winning the
money. But this was only a bait that Hop was
giving him. He quickly put up double the amount
he had lost, and willingly enough 'the storekee per
covered it. The dice were thrown bv both, and
the Belgian won again. Two of the cavalrym en
who -..vere not much intereste d in the singing came
up and looked on. Hop thought it about time to
show what he could do. He cleverly produced the
tric:k dice he always carried, which looked exactly
like the regular ones, only they containe d but
sixes and fives upon them in the way of spots.
The Belgian was -willing to throw for a sum that
was equivale nt to an America n dollar this time,
and after the money was placed upon the table
he rolled out the little dice, counting twelve.
"Lat allee light," Hop said, turning to the two
Englishm en. "Me beatee lat thlow lis timee. Me
vellv smartee Chinee." ·
He changed the dice right befo1·e the eyes of
all of them, and then out they rolled, sixteen turning up. This was an old trick he had, and whenever Young Wild West heard of him fleecing any
one with the trick dice he always forced the Chinaman to give back the money he won. But
Young Wild West was not there, so Hop felt that
he had a free rein. He knew the storekee per was
making money thll-t afternoo n by selling, the
cavalrym en liquor when it was against the miiitary rules.
Anyhow , he did not think it anything like a sin
to win money by throwin g dice, whether it was
done fairly or not. The !itorekee per lid not seem
to be at all surprise d at losing the third time he
threw, and put up his money again. From that
time until a dozen rounds had been thrown by
the two Hop won steadily. The storekee per was
forced to go to another , part of the house to get
more money. But it happene d that his wife got
an inkling of what was going on, and quickly
spoiled his plans. When he came back he declared that he was through, so the Chinama n proceeded to spend his winning s by ordering drinks
and ciga~·s so fast that the Belgian was bewildered. It was a high old time they were having,
to be sure, ahd the afternoo n passed rapidly
enough. Even though he was trying his best not
to drink much, the clever Chinee was certainly
becomin g somewh at intoxicat ed, when suddenly
he heard a knock on the door, and then the voice
of Cheyenn e Charlie. Natural ly he responde d by
unlocked the door and throwing it open. But when
the scout hustled his compani on in so suddenly
Hop was somewh at amazed.
"Whatte e mattee, Misler Charlie? " he asked, as
the scout quickly locked the door.
"N othin' that will bother us a whole lot, Hop,"
was the reply. "But say, if this ain't a blamed
fine-lookin' lot of men to do any fightin'. What's
been goin' on here, anyhow? "
"Evelybo dy dlinkee, Misler Charlie. "
"Who are you?" demande d the sergeant , who
was quite tipsy and ready for anything that came
along.
"I'm Cheyenn e Charlie, from old Cheyenn e, as
I've just told one of your pards. But see here, the
first thing you know you'll all be in the guardhouse. The colonel has found out what's goin' on

'
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in here, an' he's in the buildin' right now. Take Charlie pulled the trigger. Crack! The glass~s
my advice an' you'll git out of here in a hurry."
flew into fragments, or most of them, and then
"That's right!" the man Charlie had hustled Hop Wah .suddenly leaped forward,
butted
into the room excla.imed, excitedly. "We'll be the Belgian, who happened to be inand
his way,
caught, and we'll suffer for this."
squarely in the stomach.
But it seem.ed that the Belgian had explained
"Hip hi, hoolay ! Come on, Misler Charli~"
about a cellar being beneath the building, and as he called out.
soon as they realized that they were in danger
The scout was not slow to obey, and just as he
of being discovered by the colonel, a trapdoor was got half-way to the street door there
a loud
opened and they all piled into the cellar, leaving report. The Chinaman certainly had was
set off the
Hop and Charlie alone in the room, with the store- firecracker.
keeper outside.
"Set down, heathen," the scout said, as he
moved a table over the trapdoor. "The1·e ain't no CHAPTER VIII.-The Critical Moment Is Near.
use in gittin' these soldiers into trouble. We'll
Cheyenne Charlie and Hop Wah lost no time
just make out that we're here alone havin' a little in getting back to the inn. Hop not being in the
time all to ourselves."
best of condition to bear inspection, proceeded
Loud voices could be heard outside now, and direct to the little room that had been assigned
presently a heavy knock came upon the door.
to him at the head of the stairway, while the scout
"What's wantin'?" Charlie said, as he arose and quickly joined Wild, Jim and the girl , who were
quickly turned the key in the lock.
in the sitting-room.
The door was pushed open so suddenly that he
"Where is Hop?" Anna asked, as the scout en- _
was almost knocked from his feet.
tered the room.
..;
"Hey, there!" he called out, angrily. "I want
"Oh, I sent him up to bed. He's sorter tired out,
you to understand that I'm an American citizen, you know. A little too much tanglefoot, I reckon."
an' I ain't goin' to be knocked around in any kind
He proceeded to relate the happen.ings that ocof fashion. What in thunder do you fellers want?" curred since he went out to search for Hop, and
The storekeeper looked in under the arm of the also what he had learned of the Chinaman's docolonel, who was the one who had pushed so hard ings before that time.
upon the door, and when he found that there was
"The same old thing," Wild said, with a shrug
no one there but Hop and the scout, he gave utter- of the shoulders. "It's always red pepper, loaded
11nce to a cry of joy, and then tried to explain cigars or firecrackers. I don't, know what the .
that the intruders were doing him a great wrong heathen would do if it were not for those things.I'
by forcing an entrance into his place.
"They're all old-timers, an' no mistake, Wild,"
"\Vilkins," the colenel said, ignoring the scout the scout decla1·ed, a twinkle in his eyes. "But
completely, "there is ~me mistake. Who was it blamed if it ain't funny jest the same. What's .
that reported some of the men were here?"
the difference how old a joke is, so long as it's
"I don't know, sir," the cavalryman addressed worked on a new feller?"
answered, quickly. "You gave the order, sir, and
"I suppose you are right on that. But this is
we are here."
no time for joking. You haven't forgotten what
· The dozen or more glasses upon the table, some is being done up by the canal?"
of them being half filled, made it appear as if
"No, I ain't forgot · that yet, Wild. Whenever
there had been quite a party there recently, and you're ready to do somethin', jest tell me, an' you
when he carefully surveyed the scene the colonel kin bet I'll be right on the job."
proceeded to make a search about the room, look- •
"Well," and the young deadshot-ihough t for a
ing behind chairs and tables and in every nook moment, ''the more I have studied the conditions
and corner. He asked the Belgian why so many of things the more I am convinced that if the
glasses were there, and not .knowing what else trenches that are now occupied by the Germans
to tlo, the fellow replied by pointing to Cha1·lie should be flooded there would be more than
and Hop.
enough water to flood the greater part of this
"Do you mean to say," the colrinel a£ked, half town. You know how it lies right in this little
angrily, as he looked the scout squarely in the valley. Probably one-third of the houses would
eyes, "that you two have been using all those escape, for they are on the right close upon the
glasses?"
slope under the mountain. But the rest of them
"Nothin' strange in that, is there," the scout would soon fill up, and the chances are the water
retorted, just as sharply. "If you'll wait a mo- would be four or five feet deep in many spots."
ment I'll show you what all them glasses is for."
"Which would mean a terrible destruction to
"You will, eh? Show me right away then."
the bujldings and furniture in them, and possibly
Then Charlie quickly proceeded to gather up the the loss of some lives," Arietta added, gravely.
glasses, and piling them upon a table at the
"That's it, little girl. But since about one- ...
further end of the room, stepped back and drew third of the people have left the town, I suppose it
his revolver.
wouldn't be difficult to get the others away in case
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie," Hop whis- the water ,b egan ri.sing here. The lives of the oc- .
pered, as he stepped up close to him.
cupants might be saved, but the damage done by '
"I reckon it is," was the i·eply. "Now then, you the flood, if it occurred, surely would be great." ,
git a firecracker ready, an' jest as I'm goin' to
"What are you going to do about it, Wild?'
shoot you light it an' hold that door open. We're Jim asked.
.l
~oin' to git out of here in a hurry."
"I haven't made up my mind yet. I should lik~.
There were four men with the colonel, no doubt to consult with some of the army officers. Then.
llis aides, and when they saw what the scout was probably we could decide upon a plan of action.''
11bout to do they remained perfectly silent.
"Here comes one now, Wild.
n:::.'
Up went the revolver, and taking a quick aim,
It was Eloise who spoke. She happened to be
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standing nea r the window, and saw an English
officer hurrying toward the inn with four soldiers
who were evidently his aides.
)• "Right you are!" the young deadshot exclaimed,
, a5 he glanced out of the window.
Then Cheyenne Charlie took a look, a nd the
moment his eyes rested upon the approaching
men he gave a start .
. "Say, Wild,'' he said, somewhat excitedly, "that
colonel an' his men is the ones what come into
the back room of that store, a;fi' :t'§ Hop sorter surprised 'em by settin' off the firecracker, most likely
they're comin' here to git him, so they kin punish

. 21

door. "Colonel, how are you feelin'? Did you find
the men you was lookin' for?"
"No, I did not,'' and the colonel glared at him
angrily.
"Good! I'm glad you didn't. I- do hate to see
any one git in ti'ouble, an' it's only human nature
that m ak es a soldier feel like sneakin' off an'
havin' a little fun on the sly. But they sartinly
wasn't in that i·ooni when you come in."
"My presumption is that you a ssisted- them to
get away."
"Presumption is good," the scout answered,
grinning broadly. "But say, colonel, jest forgit
about it, won't you? You hadn't oughter blame
hi~."
"That's all right, Charlie. I reckon if Hop is a heathen for settin' off a firecracker. Most
to be punished they won't do it. Just let me do likely he was afraid he was goin' to be shot, an'
he done it so he would have a .chance to git away."
the talking."
"Do you really think he did it for that pur·
_Straight to the front door of the building the
colonel came. Then he lined up his four men, and pose?"
"Sorter looks that way, don't it?"
then ordered one to come to the door. The order"And you say it was merely an ordinary firely, or whatever he might have been, promptly
cracker?"
•
obeyed and gave a loud knock. Wild was there in
. "That's all it was. One of the kind he makes
a jiffy. Opening the door, he looked smilingly at
himself. What did you think it was, a bomb, an'
the soldier and said :
it was intended to kill you all?"
."What i5 it :vou wish?"
Instead of making a re-ply the man drew back
"That's exactly what I did think."
and, saluting the colonel, said:
_
"You were very much mistaken, then, colonel,"
, "Here is one of the 'Vild West people, sir."
Wild said, before the scout could speak again.
"Ahem!" coughed the colonel, throwing out 'his "The fact is that servant of ours is a very clever
chest.•
Chinee. He is greatly given to practical joking,
"How do you do, colonel?" Wild said, in his cool and whenever he gets the opportunity he is setand eas:v way, a s he _stepped outside and gave the
ting off firecrackers or giving people cigars that
military salute. "What can I do for you ?"
are loaded with powder and the like."
""Who are you?" came the query.
"An' putting red pepper in whisky,'' Charlie
"Young Wild West is my name."
added.
-"You are one of the Americans who are in this
The more he talked the better became the
town?"
colonel's mood. Wild thought it was a good time
"Yes, that's right. There are six of u s, and we to consult with him about the flooding of the
have a Chinese serva nt with u s."
trenches, so laying a hand upon his arm, he said:
"Ah! I would like to see the p e1·son who is re"Co onel, I would like to speak to you a few
sponsible for the actions of these show people."
minutes in private. I have something which I
think is of great importance to say."
"Well, colonel, I reckon each is r esponsible for
anything he does, a s far a s that goes, but I don't
"Very well, sir.
Your request shall be
mind telling y ou that I am sup posed to be at the granted."
head of the show, so I think I am the one to reThat settled the complaint part of it. The four
ceive complaints, even though the show is in camp.
soldiers lined up in twos on either side of the
But what is the trouble, anyh ow?"
doorway, and then the officer followed Wild and
Charlie into the house. The young deadshot knew
Wild though it advisable to show him his passports, as he sometimes called them, so without there was a room right off the sitting-room, so he
waiting any further h e drew the papers from his promptly opened the door and invited the colonel
inside.
pockets and handed them over.
"Now then," he said, coming right down to busi"Just glance over these, colonel?" he said, smilingly. "I reckon y ou and I are pretty sure to ness. "I feel certain that unless something is
become friends. I hope so, any.how, for you are done this town will soon be wiped out-by a flood.''.
"What do you mean?" and the colonel stared
just the man I would like to talk with a few
at him in surprise.
minutes."
The officer smiled in a contemptuous sort of
Wild proceeded to explain matters, and it did
way, and after hesitating, proceeded to examine not take him more than five minutes to convince
the papers. 'fhe expression of his face gradually the colonel that he was right.
--.changed, and when he had finished looking th em
"I wasn't aware that they intended to flood the
over he handed them back, and bowing, said:
trenches. The fact is my or ders are to wait here
_"That is all right, Young Wild West. The seal in the village with my command until I receive
and signatures upon those papers satifies me that official notice to move. The p1'esumption is that
you are neutral, so of course you shall have per- my force is to be joined by a large force of the
mission to pass and repass through our lines. But_ Belgian infantry. Then we will unite on the left
tliat-isn't the point. I came here to enter a com- wing of the army and proceed to drive the enemy
pfaint against two petsons who are associated back."
"Well, there is a l~rge force of men doing a lot
with you. One I take it -is an American, and the
of digging up by the canal, and once they get
other is a simple-minded Chinaman."
"I reckon I'm the American he means, Wild!" the water running through. the trenches which are
Cheyenne Charlie exclaimed, as he stepped to the now occupied by the Germans, they will auickly
.~:
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fill. This will of course drive them out, and then
I suppose there will be a regular slaughter,, for
no doubt the Allies have their guns trained and
ready for the purpose."
The colonel nodded.
"For one. so young, your knowledge and conception of things in general is wonderful,'' he de·
clared.
"That's all right, colonel. I know I am only a
boy, but if I live long enough I'll be a man. But
that doesn't matter. I have laid before you the
facts. Now then, I think something should be
done to save this Belgian town."
"Certainly. What is your advice?"
"If I get my horse will you take a ride with me
so we may look over the situation?"
"Most assuredly."
"All right, colonel. I am very glad to find that
you are such a fine man, and one who certainly
is worthy of wearing the shoulder-straps you
bear."
This compliment pleased the· officer greatly.
"I await your pleasure, my American friend,"
he said.
"All right, we will be off at once, then."
Out they went into the other room, and then
Wild nodded to Charlie and Jim, and said:
"Come on, boys. I l'eckon I'll take you along
as my aides. We are going to take a ride and
look over the situation and see what can be done
to prevent the water -from rushing down into the
valley here." ·
Charlie and Jim quickly left the house to saddle
the horses. The colonel being on foot, ordered
two of his men to go and get their horses and his
own, leaving the others to remain near the doorway. In about twenty minutes they were all
ready, and then dismissing the two men who had
been standing as if on guard, the colonel mou.nted
and told the young deadshot he was ready.
Straight to the trtnches where the battle was
raging fiercely the party rode. When they got
upon a high hill from which they could see something of what was going on, Wild called a halt.
The colonel had neglected to bring his glasses with
him, so after taking a look himself, Wild passed
his excellent field glass to him, saying:
"Now then,.you can see what is going to happen
presently. The water hasn't broken through yet,
but as soon as it does the trenches all along the
line down there will quickly be flooded. This will
drive the Germans out, of course, and the Allies
will then have a chance to mow them down. But,"
and the boy shook his head as he pointed off to the
left, "if the water gets past that point opposite
that group of trees over there it will i·ush down
into the town with terrible force."
The colonel made no reply until he had looked
carefully over the scene. Then handing back the
glass, he said, bluntly:
"What do you advise, Young Wild West?"
"I advise getting a force of men with picks
and shovels to dig a trench a couple of hundred
yards to the right of the danger spot, so as to
turn the water the other way."
"You are sure it is the intention of those engaged near the canal to flood the trenches?"
"Quite sure of it. I don't know what there
would be so many men digging there for."
"That is true. Of course it would be a brilliant
coup. The enemy has ·succeeded in driving us

back and now occupy the trenches that were be·
ing- held by us. To flood them out would mean disaster to them. Yes, I am sure you are right.
Very well. I will furnish the men if you can
find the necessary implements for them to use."
"I reckon the town is large enough to furnish
all we need in that particular line. Come on back,
colonel, and we'll get right at work."
As they turned to ride back to the town they
saw a fresh bod¥ o German cavalry comin~ in
the distance. Hehind them came heavy siege
guns, which Wild could easily see by the aid of
his powerful glasses.
"They mean to do something before sunset,"
the young deadshot .said, as he looked to the west
and saw that it would be fully two hours and a
half before darkness came.
At that moment a firing more terrific than anything they had heard since they had come to the
top of the hill sounded away off to the right. Instantly the young deadshot turned his glass that
way.
"By jingo!" he cried, somewhat excitedly. "The
Germans are leaving the trenches. The flood
must have been turned on. We haven't a moment to lose, colonel. Come on."
A way they went galloping back to the town,
Wil~ earnestly hoping that they would be able to
save it.
CHAPTER IX.-How Wild Saved the Town.
Young Wild West knew that even if the full
force of the water from the canal was rushing to
the lowlands, it would take an hour or two befo1·e the town could really be in danger. He
figured this out as he was riding swiftly back to
Soree. Once they got into the town the colonel
made straight for his camp, while Wild and his
partners hunied for the inn. The girls were
quickly apprised of what was likely to happen,
and then the young deadshot and his partners
started a search for picks and shovels. It soon
spread about among the frightened townspeople
of what was impending, so the result was that
when the colonel with a force of a hundred willing
English soldiers appeared they were very quickly
furnished with the necessary implements to do
the digging with.
Then away they started for the point that
Wild thought was the proper one to do the neces·
sary digging. This was about three miles from
the outskfrts of the town, and right in the danger
zone, for a big division of the Kaiser's army was
located near at hand. · But Wild was nothing if
not daring, and what would no doubt mean
dangerous to others was nothing to him. Putting
the sorrel stallion to a gallop, he quickly toolC the
lead, carrying a pick over his shoulder. Charlie
and Jim started after him, and then the troopers
who were mounted did their best to keep up. The
colonel, however, seemed inclined to keep somewhat in the rear. He may have done this in
order to keep track of the men who were to do
the work, or possibly he may have feared that the
bursting of a shell or a stray bullet might pick
.
him off.
When they were yet a mile away from the
trenches Wild could tell by the awful firing away
along to the right that the Allies were doing
great work. He paused on a little knoll, and
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took a look with his glass. But the woods and a
which . were double z:igh~ there. Then if they
hill-top shut off his view from what was going w.'i!re hit they could stnke m and
get enough of the
on as far as the Allies were concerned. However, dirt away to cause it to break and
let the torrent
as he turned and looked around he could see a
over a new course. A hundred pairs of willing
wh~le divi~ion of the Germans falling back, abanhands ~ere wo_rking valiantly now, and the dirt
doning their heavy field pieces.
was fairly flymg. But the excavation in one
"I reckon the water has started them out all place had t? be _o ver six feet in depth,
and Wild
right," he thought.
~new the
1t was the better it would be, for
. Charlie and Jim rode up at that moment, so he m case thewider
i·u sh of water was too great it would
gave them each the opportunity to have a look.
?Verflow, and then the earth might give way and
"It will be all right if they don 't swing around it would go straight into the town after
all.
this way," Jim declared.
Mean:vhile, the battle was raging fiercely. Part
· "They are going to do that," Wild answered,
positively. "They are working over to the right, of the big Gei•man army was retreating from the
probably with the intention of getting closer to trenches, but the oth·er ·side of the ridge, though
Namur. If we get right to work we'll stop that th~y could not see them, the trenches were still
bemg held. In less than five minutes after the
water."
"I don't see no water yet, Wild," the scout de- roaring sound had been heard the water came
rushing toward those who were digging. Wild
clared.
seized a pick as the flood reach}!d the spot and
. "No, of course not. It hasn't reached far
enough for us to see it yet. But you must re- worked as hard as any of them. But he knew
member that there is an awful lot of water in it would be ten of fifteen minutes before the
water would reach ·the top of the trenches. There
- that canal. It stretches for miles and miles, and
should all the locks be opened to give it full · was yet a spot ten feet in width that had not been
power, there will be more than enough to flood to'!.ched, and he now started in upon it. But the
German artillery was still trained that way, or
the town.!'
•
Some of the English cavalry overtook them one of the guns at least, and every now and then
just then, and after telling them what he thought a shell would hit near them. Ten minutes passed.
about the situation, Wild rode on again with his Th!!n it seemed that more . of _the guns were
partners. · Three or four minutes later they were t:i:amed that ~ay. T~e water was flooding the
trenches now, and it seemed that all the work
at the trenches, which had not yet been occupied
was for naught.
by the Germans at that end. Wild dismounted
"This way," Wild shouted, but his words could
and took a look.
·"Pretty dry down there, too," he observed, a s not be heard, so he haa to depend upon the motions he made with his hand.
he tied his horse to a little tree close by.
But the willing soldiers understood. Shells
There was a little ridge a couple of hundred
yards to the right, but a gully ran through it, bursted over their heads a s they ran toward the
and the trenches met it. As the foremost of the rnshing torrent. But Young Wild West did not
British soldiers reached the spot and were ready seem to mind this.
"Dig!" he cried. "Turn the water this way, or
to do as the young deadshot dhected them, a
the town is doomed."
roaring sound came faintly from the i:ight.
Then the earth gave way. It was r ight in the
"The water is coming, boys," the young dea<lvery spot that Wild wanted it that the water
-shot said, in his cool and easy way. "Now then,
come over here. I can't tell just exactly where turned . In a twinkling the tren ch th e soldier s
had been digging was widened many fe et . The
the digging can be done with the best results.
When we were np on high ground two or three earth kept crumbling nnly to be washed along,
miles away it was easy to see. But h ere it is and after watchirig it r egardl ess of the bursting
different. However , I remember that clump of shells for five minutes, th e young deadshot gave
trees over th er e, so you had bet ter star t digging a nod of sati sfaction, and unt ying hi s horse, led
right here, a nd if you can manage to get alon g
it to a higher pi ece of ground where th e colonel
had t aken his p osition wit h the most of h is men.
for two hund red feet you will turn the water
so it will run over a course almost directly oppo"It's all right now," the young deadshot
site to the town. "
shouted, as h e got close t o him. "The wa ter isn't
The soldier s g ave a cheer , and promptly started rising, and th at means that it will keep on going
in at wor k. The colonel had just arrived on the
the way we h a ve turned it. I reckon the town
scene and was about to give instructions, when a is saved."
shell fired from a big German gun exploded withA fierce roar of h eavy guns sounded just then
in a hundred f eet of them.
very near them. The English ha d succeeded in
"Ha !" the officer exclaimed, his face paling getting a fi eld piece in operati on, and the
slightly. "They are di r ecting their fire upon us." Kaiser's soldiers who had been fo rced to leave
Boom! Bang! Another shell exploded, strik- the trenches were now compelled t o r etreat and
ing a little farm-h ouse tha t was the only building leave their dead and dying behind t hem. To deto be seen nea r .
scribe what happened until da rkn ess <'ame t o shu t
"Never mind th a t, b oys," the young deadshot off the scene would be a lmost impossible. But the
called out, waving his hat. "There are enough result was that the German army was tlri\·en
of the Allies t o t a ke care of those fellows. They'll back to the ver y point wher e it h ad been ea r ly
soon stop this business. K eep on digging."
that morni'Tlg before the fierce charg·e which
The colenel quickly became very cool and he broke through the Allies' center occurred.
rode about a ssistin g· Wild, who was giving direcThis r eally left the situation just a s it was a t
tions as to how the digging should be done. The that time, save the loss that had been sustained
young deadshot thought it advi sable to start
upon both sides. However, it was easy for ou1
lirom the lowest ooint and di£: towar d the trenches.
friends to g·uess that the Germans harl suffered

l

24

; YOUNG WILD WEST AT THE FLOODED TRENCHES

five to one, since when the trenches were flooded
they were forced to show themselves right within
easy range of the riflemen, not speaking of · the
machine guns and heavy field pieces. It was
about nine o'clock in the evening when things
were very quiet aibout the inn that Arietta suggested that they take a ride to the scene where
Wild had succeeded in saving the town from the
flood.
"You think you would like to go there, eh,
little girl?" the young deadshot said, looking at
her smilingly.
"I certainly would, Wild. I have heard you all
talking so much about it."
"All right, I reckon we'll go. There is no
danger of coming in contaCt with any soldiers,
for both lines have withdrawn from that point."
In a few minutes the horses were saddled, and
then- all hands set out to ride to the scene where
the flood had been turned. It looked to be more
like a natural river than anything else, and the
girls saw by aid of the moonlight that if the
trenches had overflowed before the earth gave
way to connect the trench with it, it surely would
have turned directly into the town, and there
being a long, gradual descent, there could have
been but one result, which would have meant
disaster to Soree.
"You think the danger is really over, Wild?".
the scout's wife asked, as they were surveying the
scene.
;-.
"I reckon so," was the reply. "They can run
all the water out of the big canal, but you can bet
it will keep on going the way it is now."
This satisfied her as well as the rest, so soon
they returned to the inn. When they got there
the young deadshot and his partners were agreeably surprised to meet the inn-keeper's son, who,
after having put in a strenuous day, had come
to the town with his regiment to join the English
who were there. The Belgian soldier kissed the
hands of our three friends in his delight at meeting them. But when he informed Wild that
Bisbee, the soldier, was in the town, too, the eyes
of the young deadshot sparkled.
"I am glad of that," he said. "Since it is ·a ll
over now, I don't mind telling you that the
fellow was in the house when you came to look
for him. I didn't have to lie when I told you that
we had not seen a soldier coming that way, for
it happened that he was there when we arrived,
and under our advice he went ipto the house to
bid farewell to his sweetheart."
The c:;i.valryman looked at him without saying
a word for the space of a few seconds. Then he
gave a nod, and gripped the boy's h and.
"I shall say nothing about the affair," he remarked.
Wild was not long in t elling his partners and
the girls tha t the romantic part of the happenings
during the day was again to the fore.
"Now then," he said, "the fact that the girl is
here means that the soldier will come to her just
as soon as he gets the opportunity. Et, you go
and find her."
"All right, Wild," and so saying Arietta quickly left the room.
She went to the apartments that had been
assigned to the farme:i:'s family, a~d, knocking
upon the door, was admitted by the g1r.l s I?other.
Arietta noticed that she did not seem mclmed tot

admit her willingly. But she pushed her way
into the room just the same. Standing at a
window was the girl, while leaning through it
from the outside was a soldier. Both were
amazed, for no doubt they feared trouble was
coming.
"That's all right," Arietta said, in French, as
she nodded to the soldier, who appeared to be
dropping down. "Come on in if you like and kiss
your sweetheart. I have heard all about you."
The fellow hesitated for a moment, and then
climbed through the window rather timidly.
"Young .Wild West told me about you," Arietta
said, smilingly. "I'll call him so you may talk to
him, if you like."
"Oui, mademoiselle," came the eager response,
meaning that he would be delighted to see the
young deadshot.
Arietta quickly found Wild, and then led him
to the room.
"You're all right, my soldier friend," the young
deadshot said, as he took the young man's hand.
"I hope you didn't steal away for the purpose of
meeting your sweetheart again."
"T1¥tt is· just what I did, m'sieur," was the
reply.
"Well, take my advice and do not do it again, as
you may get into trouble."
"Your advice is good, and I will take it. I
promise you, M'sieur West, that I will never again
violate the rules. I heard my sweetheart was
here at the hotel, and also that you were responsible for her safety and that of her parents.
How can I thank you?"
"You needn's bother about thanking me. But
get out of here as quickly as possible. Kiss her,
and then the chances are you will be able to see
her to-morrow without having to sneak away
from your command."
The soldier kissed the blushing girl, and then
after bowing politely, slipped out of the window
and went down the ladder which he had found
and placed there.
"I reckon that will be aibout all, Et," Wild said.
as he nodded to his sweetheart. "Come on downstairs."
"But I do hope that couple will be married
some time and live happily ever afterward," the
the girl declar ed gravely.
This ended Young Wild West's adventures ati
the trenches, and how he saved a Belgian town.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
WEST ALONG THE YSER; OR, ARIETTA'S
WONDERFUL SHOT."
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the gang, and the bullet whistled by within an
inch of Terry's head.
It made the boy mad, . and he swiftly turned
-ORhis r evolve r upon the fellow who shot at him,
The Mustang Herders of the Rio Grande an<J pulled the trigger, exclaiming:
"That's your finish, you scoundrel!"
But the cartridge had been dampened by the
boy's plunge into the r iver, and the weapon failed
By DICK ELLISON
to go off.
Realizing instantly why no report followed the
boy's action, the gang gave a yell and closed in
(A Serial Story)
on the young rancher.
Terry released his grip on Inez, and she reCHAPTER V.
coiled, shrieking, while he faced his opponents
and dealt the leader a terrible pun<ili· in the
A Narrow Escape.
eye.
"That pain comes from striking the water."
The fellow was staggered by the blow.
"Is the mustang dead?"
Before the gallant young 'fexan had an op"No. I saw him swimming shoreward. I lost portunity to hit another, the three remainings
my rifle."
men leaped forward and grappled with him.
"Where are we?"
Ten-y fought them with terrible fury.
"I don't know exactly, but it is on the Mexican
His hard fist caught them several blows, but
side of the river."
one of the gang got behind him and struck him
"Hark! I hear voices !"
with the butt of a re\·olver . .
The boy glanced around.
A groan escaped the boy, and he tottered.
Behind there were no cliffs at this point, but
He faintly heard the man yell:
a dense trop ical vegetation, and they saw the
"We've got him, and can now pay him for
glimmer of lights in distant houses.
the injury he did our friends."
Just then several swarthy Mexicans came from
The next moment Terry became unconscious,
behind some 1·ocks and ran toward them.
and fell to the ground.
In a moment more Terry and the beautiful
Like a pack of wolves, the Mexicans pounced
girl were surrounded by four dark-faced fellows, upon the boy, and he was bound hand and foot
whom he recognized at a glance as friends of before he recovered his senses.
Zaldo.
Seeing how m at ters were shaping, Inez gav:e
The foremost greaser gave a shout when he a scream, and fled toward the shore of the river.
recognized the boy, and cried:
The fallen Mexican, having risen from the
1
"It is Terr y, the Texan!"
gro!nd, sped after her, caught her by the arm,
"And he has Don Pedro's daughter!" added and shouted triumphantly:
another, gleefully.
"You cannot escape us that way, my beauty.
The boy placed his hand on the butt of his We mean - to hold you a prisoneri and your
revolver, coolly glanced at the gang, and then screaming shall do you no good at al !"
exclaimed in his careless, easy way:
The girl's struggles were unavailing, and they
"Hello, grea sers! What do you want here?" quickly bound and gagged her.
"Senor, we wa nt you," chuckled the leader.
She and Terry wer e then lifted up and carried
"Indeed. Then, why don't you take me?" a sked to the Mexican village, where a number of roughTerry, as he drew out his r evolver. "I'm not try- looking men joined their captors, asking what
ing to run away."
·
they were doing with the two prisoners.
The Mexicans hesitated, for they knew he
When told who T eny and Inez were, their
was a dead shot, and that he was utterly without joy knew no bounds.
fear of them.
"Bueno !" cried one of the men. "If any of
A mocking smile curled the boy's lips as his our friends come t Q g rief in the round-up of
keen glance took in his evidence of their timidity, the mustangs over en the Lone Star Ranch toand he flung an arm around Inez's waist.. .
night, we will save t hem by exchanging the girl
Finally the Mexican who led the rest demanded for them."
in surly tones:
~ 'Yes," said another, " and as for Terry the
"What are you doing over here at this time Texan, he has caused the arrest of some of our
of the night?"
friends, and we shall have our revenge on him
"That's none of your business," replied the for what he has done."
boy.
"Put them in a house until the boys come
"Caramba! We have our suspicions that you've back from the other side of the river," added
come to Alameda to spy upon u s, as you have another, and it was done.
done several times in the past."
Fully an hour passed by before Terry recovered
"So that t own is Alameda, eh?"
his senses, and when he pulled his faculties to"You know very well it is."
gether and reca lled pa st events, he sat up and
"I didn't know it until this moment."
found he was bound hand and foot, and was
"Bah! Do you expect us to believe that?"
suffering from a terrific headache.
"What! Am I a liar?" And quick as a flash,
There was a dim, greasy lamp in the room,
Terry covered the man.
standing on a table, and by its light the T.ioy
"Save me!" yelled the Mexican to his com- beheld Inez.
panions. "El demonio! He means to fire! Kill
Her big, black eyes were fixed on him appeallbim, amigos, kill him!"
ingly, and she nodded her head to him, unabl$
Bang! went a revolver in the hand of one of to s.I>ea]f

Terry, the Texan
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Terry saw that she was gagged, and an idea
of where they were dawned on his mind, and
he asked, anxiously:
"Inez, are you injured?"
She· shook her head negatively.
"Thank heaven for that," the boy muttered.
"Don't be alarmed, now, my girl. Those villains
have got the best of us for a while, but it won't
do them any good. I'll get you out of this trap
if I sell my life doing the trick. Brace up!"
His words encouraged her, and she nodded
again.
The boy had made up his mind to escape from
the Mexicans, for he knew that if Roaring Ike
found him there upon his return to Alameda,
he would make short work of him, for the big
horsethief was practically the boss of that town.
The lamp on the table attracted the boy's attention, and he rolled over until he arrived close
to it and struggled to his feet.
He was now so close to the light that he
could easily reach it, and he leaned over and
struck the chimney with the side of his head,
knocked it over on the table, and it broke in a
do.zen pieces.
Upon assuring himself that none of his enemies
heard the crash of breaking lass, the boy · bent
over a keen-edged fragment and began to saw
his wrist bonds "Upon it until they were severed.
A thrill of joy darted through him when he
found his hand free, and he quickly loosened
the rope that held his ankles.
"Inez! I'm free!" he gasped, as he sprang
toward her.
·
There was a glad light in the girl's beautiful
eyes, as he took the gag from her mouth and
liberated her.
But girl-like, the nervous strain caused her the
next moment to burst into tea1·s, and she sobbed as Terry clasped her in his arms.
"Oh I am so glad-so glad I am free again!"
"Do~'t cry," whispered the boy. "We are n<?t
out of here yet. But you can depend upon it
that we won't remain here long."
"Hark, Terry! I hear men's voices," interposed the Mexican girl, as she suddenly started
backward and held up her hand.
.
"Yes," replied the boy, "and they are com.mg
this way. Listen and I'll map a plan of action.
Keep cool, now, ~bove all things."
He spoke to her rapidly for a few moments,
and then, as ,she darted back in an obscure
corner Terry glided over to the door, a padlock
upon ~hich was being opened.
"Ha ha ha!" he heard the hoarse voice of
Roarin'g Ike chuckling outside. "So you've got
the two of 'em, hey? Well, that's what I calls
blind luck. · Tony!
Them blamed mustang
herders beat us out on the ranch ter-night, but
ye can jist bet I'll git squar' ·with 'em now. So
they're in hyar, be they?"
And open went the door with. a crash ..
The next instant the horse-thief strode m.
"Yes! 'Ne are in };ere!" cried Terry, in ringing tones.
And as Roaring Ike recoiled, the boy hauled
off and gave him a terrible smash. between the
eyes with his clenched fist.
With a wild roar of pain and fury, the ruffian
reeled back, and the boy snatched a revolver _
from Ike's belt before he struck the floor.,

Several Mexicans stood outside the door, and
Terry fired several shots over their heads, to
scare them. They fled in alarm.
"Inez! Come quick!" cried the boy.
"I'm with you, Terry," the girl replied, rushing over to his side.
"Now is our chance! Run!"
He caught hold of her hand, and they dashed
out of the door together.
The whole village, which was the rendezvous of
Ike's gang, was aroused by the shots and yells.
"Run, Inez! Run! There's a dozen of the
villains after us!" panted Terry as they broke
from cover and sped toward the river.
Just then the clouds drifted away from the
face of the moon, and the well-known voice of '
. Bill Grimes was heard yelling:
"Hey, Terry! Run this way!"
The boy turned, and tliere in a boat he saw
Bill standing up, while a mustang herder rowed
the craft.
Behind the boy and girl a dozen of the Mexicans, headed by Roaring Ike, who was yelling at
the fugitives to stop.
Just then Bill began to discharge his Winchester at the thieves, and as a bullet grazed
Ike's head, he ordered his men to retreat.
They fled in wild disorder, for they were a
cowardly gang, and Terry and Inez reached the
shore and waded out to the boat.
"Safe!" roared the gil!_nt ranchero, as the boy
followed the girl into the boat. "Pull away for
the other shore, Jim."
'
"All right,'' replied the mustang herder. "Off
we go!"
:
And the skiff glided away.
Inez sank into a seat, and Terry sat beside
~~

.

As for Bill, he watched the c1·owd of running

Mexicans until they vanished behind some rocks;
then he sat down, gazed at Terry in silence a
moment, and finally said :
"Waal, I reckon we found ye, pard?"
"Were you out looking for us?" a sked th~
boy.
"Sure. Yer boss came back ter land, soakin'
wet, and I knowed yer must a-went inter ther
Rio. So I got Jim and his boat, an' we went
lookin' fer yer. A good many of the mustangs
was in ther river, an' some was floatin', dead.
We got ther live ones up on thar range, safe.
Then back we came lookin' fer you again. What
happened?"
Terry told Bill everything.
It made the giant very angry, and he. swore
under his breath at Roaring Ike's gang, and
finally said:
"Ike's whole game ended in a fizzle."
"Tell me about it, Bill."
"Yer know how you saved the gal and left
me behind?"
"Very well."
•
"Ther whole herd swept by me," said Bill,
"an' thar was Ike an' some o' his greasers
a-chasin' 'em. Along came yer men, an' I headed
'em, an' we gave chase. . But Ike and his men '.
fled at Y•ankee Ford, an' .escaped us. They got 1
over inter Mexico, an' that must have been ther '
time he went in ther hut ter see you."

(To be continued.)
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INTERESTING ARTICLES
A SILENT CAR FOR RAILWAY
A railroad engineer in Sweden has designed a
'railway motorcar said to obtain a speed of fifty
miles an hour with no more noise than the clicking of the rails. The silent car has an under.slung engine, entirely separate from the frame
of the car. Power is supplied to the drive wheels
from the engine 'by distinct sets of gears, all in
simultaneous use.
BREAK IN USED CARS CAREFULLY
With the posi;ible exception of automobiles
which have been employed as demonstrators, the
wares of the used car mart r equires especial attention until they are properly seasoned and as-aimilated to their environment. This may be a
new idea in car ownership, but the need for better service and care for used cars is as old as the
first trade-in.
CRADLE ROCKING ART TAUGHT BY
FASCIST!
Teaching the science and art of cradle rocking
is the principal function of the Feminine Fascist organization in Rome, Italy, which within
three years has mustered 140,000 members. Flappers anrl tomboys are ba rred from t his "Army of
Mothers" whose members are taught what t.o do
with their h a nd,; when babies howl instead of
what to do with their f eet when saxo~ on es wail.

FOUR PERSONS FED ON ONLY $1 PER DAY
.. All Norwa y is in a fer ment over a cook book
written .b y Mrs. E ster Meidell, a na tive of Sweden, who married a Norwegian and lives a t Kongsberg. It contains menus for a family of four at
a total cost of 100 kroner (about $25) monthly.
She was challenged to prove it. She came to
Oslo and gave public demonstrations. Police had
to clear the. streets of eager husbands and housewives.
'
Four doctors were appointed to supervise the
experiment and ascertain the nutritive value of
lrlrs. Meidell's dishes. The verdict was in her
favor.
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TWO YOUNG SCIENCE STUDENTS AMP,ZE
LOS ANGELES BY DEMONSTRATION
OF ELECTRICAL W ONDER
"How'll you have your eggs, sir?"
' 11ced."
"Very good, sir. Iced it is."
And 'then when you get the eggs you 'll'ill find
them plain fried.
At least you will if Arthur Everett and Carl
Raife, two local students of science do the icing.
Tl:e young researchers have just completed an
elaborate course of study in the high school laboratories with electricity that has given them the
magic power to turn the frigid waves of ice into
heat sufficiently strong to cook food.
They have s'e t the town--or that portion of it
which has visited them in their laboratory-to
talking by a demonstration of frying eggs over
a chunk of ice. It looks uncanny but the explain:
"It's easy. We simply build up electro magnetic fields around the ice, and these, 'by the proc·
ess of induction, do the work?"
Easy?
Well, suppose you try it on your own i·efriger
atorl

••

....

0

••

LAUGHS
He-Give me a kiss. She-I won't. He--You
shouldn't say "I won't." You should say " I prefer not to." She--But that wouldn't be true.
Salesman-0 f course; we have square and u pright pianos. Rural Customer-That's jest what
I want fer my darter, mister-straight, honest
goods.
Mr. Goff-What side of the street do you live
on? Witness-On either side. If you go 0ne
way it is on the right side; if you · go the other
way it is on the left.

------

Discontented Artistr-I wish I had a fortune. I
would never paint again. Generous Brother Brush
-By Jove, old man! I wish I had one! I'd give
it to you.
"Yes, Hunter is really engaged to Miss R0xley."
"So he was telling me. He says she's not very
pretty, but she's good." "Yes, good for a million
in her own right."
Mrs. Naggs (at t elephone)-Is my husband in
the office? Office Boy-No, ma'am. Mrs. Naggs
-When will he be in? Office Boy-I can't say.
Mrs. N aggs-'-Why can't you say? Office BoyBecause he told me not to.
"What are you doing ?" asked the justice, as
the defend ant's counsel began his argument. "Going to present our side of the case." "I don't
want to hear both sides," replied the justice. "It
has a tindency to confuse the coort."
A par ticular old gentleman, pulling something
out of his soup that should not have been included
among the other ingredients, thus addressed his
cook: "Josephine, I am much obliged for youJ:
thoughtfulness, but the next time kindly give it
to me in a locket."
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An Indian Scout's Capture
And Escape
In June, 1867, while General Custer, with his
command, was at the forks of the Republican
River, in western ·Kansas, and the Indian War had
fairly begun, I was doing duty with several others
as a scout.
On the morning of the 19th a young man named
Robinson reached the camp and reported that he,
with three others, had been hunting to the west
of us, and had been stampeded by the Sioux Indians. One had been killed, as he believed, while
the others had made a dash for it ·and scattered,
each taking his own course. Robinson had blundered upon our camp after riding all night.
Custer was at this time hopeful of making
peace with the redskins, and the camp at the forks
would be permanent at least a fortnight. It was..
with this un d ;rstanding of the situation that I
set out with Robinson, after he had had an alldays' rest, to hunt up his stampeded companions
and bring them in.
We left camp just after dark, both of us heavily
armed, and rode stl"aight to the west. As I had
never seen Robinson un<ler fire, I was more anxious than if one of my fellow-scouts had been
with me, but in the course of a couple of hours· I
made up my mind that he had plenty of nerve and
could be depended on. As near as he could judge,
his party was thirty miles west of the forks when
.stampeded.
At midnight, after an easy canter of five hours,
we halted, dismounted, and went into camp for the
remainder of the night, believing we were close
upon the spot where the hunters were attacked.
Both of us slept from that hour until just before sunrise.
We had a cold bit for breakfast, and had scarcely mounted our horses when we caught sight of
the carcass of a horse lying on the plains about a
·quarter of a mile away.
As soon as we reached it Robinson identified the
animal as having been the one he saw fall as the
stampede began. Its rider was a man named McHenry. whl) had previously been employed as a
civilian at Fort Larned. The buzzards and wolves
had been at the carcass, but we made out that the
horse had received three bullets and dropped in
his tracks.
·
Saddle, bridle, ant! all other portable property
had been removed. Robinson estimated that the
attacking party numbered fifty. After half an
hour's search I put the number at twenty. He
believed th_a t all who clashed away were pursued
I found that none of · them had been follow ed over
half a mile.
Had McHenry been killed or seriously wounded
by the volley which killed his horse, his body
would have been found lying beside the carcass.
As it was, I r easoned that he had been captured
unhurt and taken away a prisoner.
The trail of the Indians led to the north, as if
making for the south fork of the Platte River, and
we followed it at a cautious pace. At the end of
five miles we came to the spot where the band had
m camped for the night.

It was on the banks of a small creek in ' a ..;.
scattered grove, and the first thing we '53.W was
- the dead body of McHenry. The Sioux cfilefs h'1;!.d
declared the anxiety for peace, and were profes,,sing the greatsest friendship for the soldiers. ixldeed, Pawnee-Killer had visited Custer to s}lake
hands and sign a declaration of peace.
While the big chief was "how-hawing" in Custer's camp and declaring his love for the white
man, one of his bands, only thirty miles away,
was subjecting a hunter to the most agonizing
tortures_ They cut out his tongue, blew powder
into his body, cut off his toes, broke an his finger$~
pricked him with knives, and finally ended by
scalpil"g him .
He must have ·Suffered for many hours before
tleath fiually came as a glad relief. The body w_a s
not yet cold when we found it, and there were
evidences that the Indians had not been gone
more than an hour.
Of the two who stampeded and got clear, one
went to the northeast and the other to the .nort:h.
west. Robinson had held due north, and thus
reached our camp, although he was not aware of
its location.
We took up the trail of the one going to th~
no1·theast, believing that he was in the greatest
danger. H e went at a wild pace for at least ten
miles, never seeming to have looked back and
- discovered that pursuit had been abandoned or
- to have turned to the right or the left, to throw
the redskins off his route after darkness came. :
It took us three hours to cover the distance he
rode in one, and we expected to see Indians at any
moment. About twelve miles from the spot where
we found McHenry's horse we came upon !that of
Jackson, whom we were following to the northeast.
The wild ride had exhausted the animal, as lie
- fell down Jackson h&d abandoned him and pushed
along on foot. The animal was on his feet anci
grazing as we found him, but so Jame that he
could scarcely move. We removed the saddle and
blankets, and found Jackson's revolvers in the
hostlers.
From this point we had no trail to guide us, and
the ground was badly cut up with ridges and
washouts. We rode forward during the rest of. the
clay, hoping to overtake the man, and neglectil)g
no precaution to insure our own safety. Just at
sundown we followed a dry gully up a long ridge
and rlebuuched from it, seeing a sight which for
the moment appeared to be an optical illusion .
There were Indians on our right, on our left, in
front, and I turned in my saddle to see other fodians closing in behind us. As we halted an{l
looked arnund us, many of the redskins expressed
their humor by .P;runts. They had probably been
riding to the right and left of u s for hours, and
had finally formed this cul de sac for us to ride
into. It was taking a gTeat deal of pains for
nothing, but the Indian sometimes exhibits ,a
qu eer vein of humor. They were not disappointed
m thinking we would be surprisel'f.
,
It was fully two minutes before a chief rode
forward ":Ind said "How-how," and extended his
hand t? me, and a s he did so the whole bo!}Y
closed m . I am so unfortunate as to be mark:ed
on the left temple with that birthmark know!'\ · ~s
a white satin, the spot being as large as a sil\/~r 'dollar.
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My hat was well up and my hair back as the
chief came up, and the instant he noticed the mark
he let go my hand and said something to those
ctowding up. Pretty soon he pushed in and
'tdllched my face, perhaps thinking the mark to be
wound or sore. Others did the same, and when
they found that it was a part of the skin they expressed much wonder and reverence.
W·hile I had served as a scout only a few
mtmths, I knew considerable of Indian character,
and was not long in realizing that I had .made a
hit. While no violence was offered us, we were
disarmed, and our horses were led behind the
ponies of the Indians, as we moved off to the
east. We traveled until about midnight before
halting, and then reached an Indian village on
Soldier Creek.
As we descended from our horses, Robinson
was led off by two warriors, while I was conducted
to the wigwam of Red Trail, a sub-chief, in command during Pawnee-Kille r's absence. I had been
busy planning during the ride, and had made up
my mind to pretend to be without the power of
&peech.
.
I found oppo1·tunity to whisper to Robinson to
pursue the same policy, but unfortunately he ha,d
not the nerve to carry out the idea. The fact of
his being captured broke him all up. The recollection of what McHenry must have suffered unstiung his nerves, and I heard him begging and
entreating as he was carried away.
Red Trail closely examined the mark on my
face, and was ac; much mystified as the others. I
still had a power of reserve. Having served
through the war in the navy, it was but natural
that I should carry a sailor's passport. On my 1eft
arin was a tattoo, representing an anchor.
-This was seen as two warriors stripped my
bqckskin Shirt off, to look for further marks. Not
an Indian in that camp had ever seen anything
like the mark, and when the examination had
been completed I felt sure that I was looked upon
"'?>ith awe and mystery, if not veneration. I was
conducted to a tepee and motioned to turn in,
and had every reason to congratulate myself on
tlie plan I had pursued. I had made signs that
I could not talk, and the information had been
ccepted.
Next morning Pawnee-Kille r arrived in the viii.age. He had agreed to surrende1· his tribe and go
on a reservation, but it was bold-faced lying on
his part. His very first move was to order the .
viflage to pack up and move back about twenty
miles.
This consumed the entire day. As we were
ready to start 1 received my horse to ride, and my
hands and legs were left entire!; free. I saw
Robinson brought out, and he was loaded clown
ith kettles and led by a rope. At no time during
he clay was he near enoug·h to exchange a word,
lbnt on several occasions I saw him kicked and
beaten by the squaws and boys.
It was nine in the evening before I was taken
n the presence of Pawnee-Kille r. He seemed to
have acceptec the belief of the others, and in less
th~ a quarter of an hour waved me out of his
Wigwam.
·J ma~' state here w;hat I learned two or three
rs after. It was the belief of the Indians that
_ad. been struck by lightning as I slept, and that
.~e fluid had left the two marks to prove that
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I was invulnerable. They further reasoned that
I lost my speech at the same time, and was therefore an object of veneration.
I was in nowise hampered or restricted, but I
found shelter as soon as possible, and was soon
asleep. I wanted to do something for poor Robinson, but just how to do it I could not figure. The
treatment accorded him during the day did not
augur well for the feature.
When morning came again I had a hearty breakfast, and then two old men, armed with only bows
nnd arrows, took me down the creek about a mile
and then sat down on the grass.
It was an hour or two before I could make out
the significance of the move, but I then heard
sounds from the direction of the camp which sat.isfied me that Robinson was being put to torture.
One of my guards soon left for the village, and
. a~ hour later the other suddenly rose and, without a word, walked away in the same direction.
Unable to make up my mind - what to do, I remained where I was during the entire day.
In later years· I learned from one of the warriors of the fate of Robinson. His tortures lasted
nine long hours. He first ran the gauntlet. Then
he was tied to a stake, and every form of mutilation which the fiends could invent was practised
on his poor body.
It was with great animation that my informant
related how the poor fellow begged and cried and
entreated-w hat wonderful vitality he had-how
he_ could have been preserved an hour or two
longer had not everybody grown tired of the
spprt. It was Pawnee-Kille r himself, fresh from
signing a treaty of peace, who exhibited the most
fiendish spirit.
I had a muc.h closer call than I knew. The two
old men who took me out doubted that I was what
the others took me for. They had arrows made on
purpose to kill witches and keep off ball spirits,
and they were to take me off and see if those arrows would kill me.
In going clown the creek one of them came
near stepping on a rattlesnake, and this was taken
as a sign that they must not shoot. When they
i·eturned to the village and reported, it was hoped
that I would go away, and therefore no one came
nea1· me.
As night fell I started off to the west, expecting
every moment to be overhauled, putting in a good
twenty miles before daylight, and was picked up
br a scouting party of cavalry just before noon.
It was about three months after my escape before the Indians learned that I was a Government
scout, and that they had been duped. Red Trail
and Pawnee-Kille r then offered five ponies each to
the warrior who should bring in my scalp, and
for the next year I was perhaps "wanted" more
than any other man on the plains.
It was a curious turn of affairs, that, while Red
Trail had no less than five of his best warriors
out on an expedition after me, I crept into his
camp one night and secured hi3 own scalp-lockrifle, and pony-and got away.

Mother-I am afraid that young man who
comes to see vou often is just a trifle fast. Daughter-Impossib le mamma! He comes from Philadelphia .
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CURRENT NEWS
BRITAIN TO WELCOME AMERICAN
TOURISTS
American tourists visiting Britain this Summer
will receive a warmer welcome than ever from
lhe average Englishman.
As the result of applications connected with
the "Come to Britain" movement with regard to
Americans the British railway companies have
decided to reduce the fares for tours by 25 p er
cent.
CHAMPION HEN DEAD; ROOSTERS ALL
MOURN
Perdue's proud roosters are wearing their flying
combs at half mast and their feathered ·mat es are
drooping v.ith sorrow because of the passing of
one of the greatest bird relatives-Lady Purduechampion long distance egg layer of the world,
who succumbed to the infirmities of .old age at the
Purdue poultry farm.
. Lady Purdue, almost eleven years old, set a
laying record which has never been equaled, 1,421
eggs.
21 KITES CARRY BOY IN 200-FOOT FLIGHT
An eighty-nine-pound boy was recently carried
thirty feet skyward by twenty-one kites and sailed a distance of 200 feet in Providence, R. I., before a crowd of 12,000 spectators at the first Kiteflying tournament staged in the East.
The young kite aeronaut is Samuel Perkins, Jr.,
nvelve, of Seven Hills, Mass. Seventeen Eddy
kites and four six-foot United States Navy model
man lifters were used in the flight.
MESSAGE IN BOTTLE TRAVELS TO
- ISLANDS
A bottle thrown into a creek in Southern Illinois eight years ago has been found on the coast
of the Philippine Islands, according to information received in Milton Junction, Wis.
The bottle contained the name of Miss Leona
Smitli, with her address, and was thrown into the
creek at Carnia, Ill. . Miss Smtih had word from
a soldier in the Pacific islands that he picked up
the bottle on the seashore there December 29,
1926.
GIRL FIGHTING OFF CATALEPSY OF YEAR
Doris Hutton, from London, the Chilwell girl
who lay in a trance for more than a year, is making progress toward recovery.
She has entirely recovered her sight, is able to
write, her hearing is normal, but she has not regained her power of speech.
She feeds herself to a certain extent with specially prepared food. Muscular contraction, due
to lying so long in one position, is yielding to
treatment.
PARIS CLOCKS TO BE RUN BY ELECTRIC
POWER NOW
Air-driven clocks that have given Parisians the
wrong time for forty years are being electrified.
These pneumatic street clocks seldom registered
alike and are blamed ·in larl!'e measure for giving

Paris the reputation of not having any two clocks
·
that t ell the same time.
The pneumat ic clocks, oper ated by compressed
air, stopped working at midnight upon the expiration of a forty-year contract with a private
company. Electr ic mechanisms are ready for
them and when cables are laid in the street the
clocks of P aris will be regulated from the famous
Observatoir e, which fixes time for France and its
colonies.
NON-SMOKERS ORGANIZE SOCIETY IN
ENGLAND TO PROTECT RIGHTS
Ncm-smokers believe they haven't a chance in
England, a nd they don't like it. They have formed
the National Societv of Non-Smokers and have
adopted a badge which all member s are urged to
wear as a warning to railway officials, cafe and
theater proprietors.
"We shan't appeal to the League of Nations as
an 'oppressed minority,'" declared a prominent
member of t.he society. "We ar'e not a minority.
We non-smokel'S make up at least two-thirds of
the population of the British Isles, but we are
heated by the railways, cinemas, cafes and theaters a s if we did not exist."
Men and women alike are very generally ignoring "No Smoking" signs in England. Music halls,
cinemas and even many of the fir st.-class legitimate theater s permit pipes, cigars and ciga1·ettes
alike.
But the non-smokers are now preparing a
"white lL~ t" of theaters, hotels and restaurants
which forbid smoking. The society is also making
an indignant protest against the growth of the
smoking habit among clergymen.
PLASTIC PAINT IS A PRACTICAL SOLU.;,
TION FOR WALL FINISHES
If you are building a new house and are in a
Quandary about how to finish it, remember the
age-old truth that in texture and color lie true
and lasting beauty. Your recollection will, very
likely, lead you to a consideration of plastic paints
and if you pursue your inquiry you will find that
this material far exceeds your demand for beauty
of color, for charm of texture and for the expres~
sion of your personality.
Not only can you copy exactly the textures of
the old masters by means of plastic paint, but
also you can reproduce the rare building stone
textures with ' absolute fidelity; again, you may
·
enter the realm of the original.
If your house is an old one you may summon
plastic paint' to your aid by either making It
youn~er or older in appearance as you wish; you
can disguise defective plaster; - you can cover
woodwork or glass; in fact, you can coat any
surface.
The base of this plastic paint is a white powder composed of mica, casein clay and ammonia.
It is mixed in hot water until it arrives at the
consistency of a heavy paste. It is applied with
a wide-edg·e brush and is spread out to any desired thickness. It is then stippled, or swirled, or
textured.
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TIMELY TOPICS
UNION PROTESTS HAIR CUTTING BY
FIREMEN
' The secretarv of the local Master Ba1•bers' Association in Detroit, Mich., has filed a protest with
the fire commissioner because city firemen are
cutting each other's hair without licenses.

the fleshy parts of his arm without losing a drop
of blood.
Smith claims he can stop his pulse, or draw
blood from any member- at will. While the blood
is absent and the flesh pale white, he inserts and
removes the pin,:; and needles.
Physicians express the belief the vouth is one
STEAM AIRPLANES PLANNED IN FRANCE . of those rare and abnormal people ·who possess
. British aviation experts are wondering whether the ability to control involuntary functions, and
steam airplanes may not be the next great ad- that through this unique faculty he actually does
halt the flow of blood.
vance· in the problem of flight.
A .close watch is being kept on experiments in
F:rance wh<:!re Henry Robart, a French inventor, :
· PIRATES INVADE MEN'S STYLE ROW
claimii to · have invented a light-weight steamPirates have invaded Savile Row, the Mecca of
engine plant suitable for use in airplanes. ·
the well-dressed Londoner.
The intruders stitch a Savile Row label into a
VIVID-HUED COATS ON EVENINGS OUT
cheaply-made suit and dispose of their output to
URGED FOR MEN
secpnd-hand shops which charge a premium under
Time has come for men to wear violet, blue. or the pretense that it is actually a cast-off of some
plum colored dinner jackets-frequently- in the wealthy individual. The Prince of Wales and
view of Eugene Marsan, contender for Andre de Prince Henry and others of the nobility are
F.ouquiere's "title" of masculine fashion dictator : among the Row's customers.
of Paris.
The chief wetcxt, as set forth in the display
The dr~ss suit has had its day, in Marsan's ~ windows of the second-hand shops, is this:
opinion, and should be replaced by the dinner
"This suit was not required by His Lordship
jacket, which he describes as a handsome and w_ho has gone into mourning."
comfortable thing if worn in "proper" colors.
RACE DETERMINED BY HAIR
V.ENICE BUILDS BRIDGE IN HONOR OF
Human hair betrays race, nationalities, sex
SOLDIERS
anci probably age, the American Anthropological
Already a city of many bridges over her 150 As!"ociation of tht> Central United States was incanals, Venice is to have another bridge of noble formed at its annual meeting in Chicago, Ill., by
design in memory of her fallen soldiers.
M. R. Bernstein, of New York City, a student at
'fwo iron bridges across the Grand Canal have the Universitv of Chicago, who has concluded debeen condemned on artistic grounds. These are tailed experiments with hair of all colors and
near the station and academy. The academy one, grades.
it has b~en decided, is to be replaced by a graceful
An Irishman's hair. for instance, has different
..- stone bridge a<> a war memorial.
weight than , an Italian's, and an old Irishman's
hair, Mr. Bernstein said he believed, would show
BOSTON PLANS STUDY OF TRAFFIC
a definite difference from a young Irishman's.
This discoverv has considerable importance in
CHANGES
The first scientific attempt to unsc!·amble one the realm of physical anthropology, Mr. Bernstein
of the most complicated and difficult traffic prob- said, inasmuch as researchers may now have hair
lems in the UnitcJ States is soon to get under way to work upon as well as skulls.
in Boston, where the city council has appropriated $25,000 for a comprehensive traffic survey
of the metropolitan area under the direction of 1,200 BLIND FRENCHMAN PROFESSIONAL
Albert Russel Erskine Bureau for Street Traffic
MUSICIANS
Research.
•
Twelve hundred blind persons earn their living
The conge.~tion of street traffic has for the past as musicians in France, and among them are
several vears been one of the most serious muni- players of note.
cipal problems in B oston, where solution of the
These blind rn11sicians were educated in the
traffic problem is considered to be particularly National Institution for the Young Blind. They
difficult because of the city's notoriously narrow were taught to play for distraction, but Valentin
and crooked streets.
Hauy, their leader, showed them how music might
make them independent .
'
POWER TO CONTROL BLOOD MAKES PINEight organists of large Paris churches, includCUSHION OF BOY
ing Notre Dame, are blind. There are among
'Val'l'en Smith, seventeen, says he is a "human these several composers and many conductors or
pincushi on."
small orchestras.
A little while ag;o the youth discovered he could
The old theory that the blind have a peculiar
thrust pin s and needles through his cheeks, arm , aptitude for mu sic, say directors of the school,
legs and other portions of his body with harm has not been proved by their experience, but they
and with little or no bleeding. He began to prac- have found that the blind do well in music, probtice with sharp pointed instruments and blood
ably because thev are able to concentrate and becontrol until recently he is able to thrust a darn- cause their misfortune spurs them to unusual
ing needle through hi s cheeks or a pin th1>0ugh effort;;
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Latest Issues -

!230 Young Wild West Racing a Flood; or, Arietta Shooting the Rapids.
1231. Young Wild West and "Pinto Peter"; or,
The Fight at Buckhorn Ranch.
1232 Young Wild West E scaping Death; or, Arietta's Fifty Mile Race.
1233 Young Wild West Lost on the Desert; or,
The Luck a Sar.d Stcrm Brought.
1234 Young Wild West and the Broken Gun; or,
Arietta's Quick Wit.
1235 Young Wild We!'t Fighting the Cowboys; or,
The Doom of the "Hunah" Outfit.
1236 Young Wild W~st and the Deat~ Dip; or,
Arietta Fighting the Smelter Fiends.
1237 Young Wild West and "Tarantula Tom";
or The Vvorst "Bad Man" in Arizona.
1238 You~g Wild West an~ the Silent Six; or,
Arietta's Round-Up m a Cave.
1239 Young Wild West and "Broken Bow"; or,
The Siege of the Settlers.
1240 Young Wild West Gathering Gold; or, Arietta's Wonderful Find.
1241 Young Wild West Showing His Skill; or,
The Shoot-Up at "Show-Down ."
1242 Young Wild West Arnone:. the Apaches; or,
Arietta and the Death Pit.
1243 Young Wil:l. West ~nd th,e ~overn~ent Det.ective; or, Trackmg a rncky Thief.
1244 Young Wild West Caugh.t on the Cliffs; or,
Arietta's Desperate Climb.
1245 Young Wild West and the Ranchman's Boy;
or, The Sheep Herder's Revenge.
1246 Young Wild West and the Rival Outfits; or,
Arietta's Fight on the Cattle Range.
1247 Young Wild West with the Cavalry; or, The
Fight at Bear Pass.
1248 Young Wild West Finding a .Fortune; or,
Arietta and the Flooded Claim.
1249 Younl!" Wild West and the ~exican Raiders;
or, Exposing a Cattle Kmg.
1250 Young Wild West and the Dynamite Fiends;
or, Arietta and the Avengers.
1251 Young Wild West and the Tenderfoot's
Legacy; or, Baffling the Claim Jumpers.
1252 Young \Vild West Helping th~ Sheriff; or,
Arietta and the Express Thieves.
1253 Young Wild West and the Phantom Canoe;
or, Solving a Strange Myste1·y.
1254 Young Wild West's Square Deal; or, Arietta
and the Rustler's Daughter.
1255 Young Wild West Stopping a "Ghost Dance";
or, The Charge of the Gallant 6th.

1256 Young Wild West and the Mad Miner; or,
Arietta and the Secret of the Cliffs.
1257 Young Wild West and "Gold Dust Bill"; or,
The Man with the Yellow Streak. ·
1258 Young Wild Wei.::t and the Death Brand; or,
Arietta's Great Risk.
1259 Young Wild West's Pawnee Pursuit; or, The
White Flower cf the Redskins.
1260 Young Wild West and the Mexican ManTrap; or, Arietta in the Robber's Den.
"1261 Young Wild West's Lively Lariat; or, Roping the Rustlers.
1262 Young Wild West's Duel with a Dozen; or,
Arietta's only Chance.
1263 Young Wild West T1·ailing a Treasure; or,
Outwitting the Road Agents.
1264 Young Wild West Ruling a Ranch; or, Arietta and the Cow Girls.
1265 Young Wild West's Straight Shot; or, Cornered in a Chasm.
1266 Y0ung Wild West's Mexican Mine; or, Arietta Breaking a Siege.
1267 Young Wild West's Hottest Trail; or, Winning a Big Reward.
1268 Young Wild West Tracking a Horse Thief;
or, Arietta and the Wild Girl.
1269 Young Wild West's Apache Friend; or, The
Hidden Gold of the Pecos.
1270 Young Wild West's Three Shots; or, Arietta
and the Rattlesnake.
1271 Young Wild West and the Sky Pilot; or, The
Ropers of "Rough and Ready" Ranch.
1272 Young Wild West's Lucky Drop; or, Arietta
and the Outlaws.
1273 Young Wild West's Show; or, Caught in the
European War.
1274 Young Wild West and the Kaiser; or, The
Big Show in Berlin. ·
1275 Young Wild West Under Fire; or, Skirmishing on the French Frontier.
1276 Young Wild West Helping the Red Cross;
or, The Crown Prince's Gratitude.
1277 Young Wild West and the Servians; or, The
Shot that Saved ' a General.
1278 Young Wild West's Neutrality; or, Accused
by Germans and Allies.
1270 Young Wild West' and the French Spy; or
The Honor of an American.
1280 Young Wild West at the Forts; or, Outwitting a Russian Captain.
1281 Young Wild West and the Sharpshooter s;
c.r, Arietta and the Hindoos.
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